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Ifcy hoiaiq^-out 

'®<<'llV:n4ffle is MU» P^‘y“ ^ 

' K thal's *ry nJte ' rAeM^' 

Jp he laaglis. ^ 

*?kuKb that 1 laugh -leith hini|; 

us Craft^-, ■: 

passes ^om the fore r . travelling an^ 

*rtWe tdls ^ 

avay frpm swamps the Aht^n ;■ '. 

„^«Tas a^ted t q^inineUit. ’* Wh«f- ■ 
tial region he nas acqui ^ , 

I left Bonny .rSti^iAg ifdufing the ' 

Atwenty-ondand# quarter. . yS 

V'’ u" 

But I conldnV h»ve liruil ^j. 

■fe ,„.ad btoxif* - : 

Vhis third pipe, i . , 

L*t I i . 



R^tt^ eocieVv ,. Btrjt'.Mrv^tan^eM;^' not dly; 

itr ‘■' "■' • Wr^i?!mon’ 

V r it"s fiiry much th^ 

he say®, nift on^ot two 

esses over there, " life pomta towaidis Loudoit' ■ 
ix^ rery like othtr^tFomM, I thiiik, averaalwjt; 
TBie'aamftiSs English pceressj&s, don'tjrou know/' 

^ , He knows American pyress^sJ /*Ah, you are ii^ 
tOhch with English soci^Vr” I remark.* ; 

*^Ohf nOj just at present Ilcnow very little about ft: 
I have very, little time to know about it. . Yer .sefej I? 
afif trying to make myself a business man/'' ■ V', v '' - 
Just, here irtth a gre^t white flash Bulgfe^S' Bilc 
Extennhiator flies past us, ■*'.' ' 

^ tho^ht I had got ri^ of that thing.'Mie 
?*though it had followed mt through ln{^ and Ceyi^ 

I tma^ned I l^d left it 'for good*a1 V ® 

Niger's Bile Extcrmii^tordn Central Africa 
Ailtazon. But here in ctvilitation again belioiflH, 
ever present Bulger's,**. Th'en he adds 

liT ♦ j i*T • 

* I aayp do you Irkc wagers ? i 

■/-‘When I win f" ’ ‘ 

* P W m -h -, .* 

, ^‘Very. li^l, let as make a bet, just for 
ki^ 'yOiieven I guess nearer to thQ|||||||i|H 
si^s wo sh^t pa^s 
■teMfilleth^ ylcm ■ do," 





" a thoagnt, 

^ * I jf^ ", w ^ ' 

. ^ . .V ' ' ''-^r^ '■ 

y.^ ^.JCcTtamiy; they arc mcludcd/' - ^ ^ % 

■; -Thef^ mH go to IcKiltUg for 0oji^r-s Extot 
mitiators it occupies us very pleiaai^y ;/Mf- pr^- 
nic^ noting two piu]r woods apd catqtog pfle 

j^,:.t^ _WayoPioss station, and atv^ther, placac^^ 

" 4rf. V-Pif-P^^T partly< er^ .^by the 

a.- wit\.o^ rubbing up against ip., As*;We^'»ear Jac^' 

sig^ become, tore numeropa^ wt^.conat 
we run into the station \a lar^ .one/,fa^ 


^Thire t^ire fourteen 


rfghp^ I return^ ahd',|>oant 

la^ of tradp-ptacfeB ’^lberc by tW 

W)catdi the eyes of .passeng^B 

#T t " ’’■ r n ' ' - K’ , ’ ' ’ 1 

fififtdbws of the cMt ^ ■ ■ - ■; - -/ .V,,'; 
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The tune seems to have passed rapidly, WIAl, 
have* talked about I scarcely remember^ save thi 
was interestiti^. .^What he hasr said to me I har 
know; only it wasn't poetry and was generally comS^y 
sense. It was masculine^ that's what if was! 
the de^nition for it—maAulincI 

4 P 

The aftcrnodikseems to have "made us friends. As 
flttir car stops in the^St A1JlgU!^tin(]■ depot Mr* Cranmer^ 
remarks; ** You'll permit my attending to your iug-' 
Miss Bulgec and getting* a back for you. I am 
a travcll^, 

With this he ilisappcars; icaviij^ me lliinking; **A 
trj.vclierf What kind of a traveller? ' 

A few wt)r(Is from Miss Parkins and her frieni^in the 
scat behind me make me ^tart: "'They act," remarks 
that spiteful spinster, so that I espect when she gets 
up to see a cascade of rice fail out of hcr^irlsl 
lu a iTash I am up akd at the df>D( of the car to prf 
vent'Mr. Cranmere doing too mui?h for me; bi ““ 
to find Mrs: Armitage and her daughter Miral 
Mr* Jonas Compound Ripley waiting for 
My greetings with my^haperone and her^iSaughter^ 
over, Mr. Ripley demand^ my attention, ^'his young 
man seems to have forgotten that I r^f^fsed his hand 
but little over a month ago. He cljirp* in his easy, 
Western manner; “I rfhw you were ctining, Evic, by 
the Chicago papers, and thought I woiad drop jiown to 
St. Augustine jftd help you do orang^groves," 

Good Heavens t If Mr. Crani^re hears the fa*- 



miliar “Eyie'^ he will not understant^hat T ha vie known 
and detested Jonas since be was x^>y of fourteea.^ 
**Mr, Ripley," I reply, wbft^Uh anger, “pkfflsc 
remember that Evte has gro^ij^fo VaUe 


Mr. Cranmere is beside \m 


your ktggaj|e^r, the % tice de Le ottjjC 



ow. He'sayi: 
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a carriag^e; but I,see,your friends ^ here/’ Thi^liisi: 
rather disappointedly. 

For answer I introckice him to Mrs. Armitage 
daughter^ the matron responding with a hearty Western 
" greetingr Vm glad to see you^ ^r;'^ Miss Mirabelle 
with an affected, *^Thi%Ani<^, th^spajrse male popUt 
lation of the Ponce de Leon will he .^pcreased by one 
, jn to*morrow*s census^ You’ll look real stage'y in that 
• rig in the courtyard, won’t you, Mr* Cranmefre? YouTI 
match the palms.T^ith lliis^ Mirabellp who is seven¬ 
teen and forward, begkis'to ’ use her eyes upon my 
, escort in her artless, *cl!ildish way—^azing at him as 
' ^jhe would at a gumdrop. 

By Jove!’* ejaculates Mn Cranmerc looking at’tlie 
chit w'Ltb evident admiration; {or Mfrie is about as 
pretty and petite ^ minx as nature ever turned out to 
mate ravagf s upon* masouline hearts. Just at the 
' herder line of.youjg ladyhood ahd childhood #be pl^^^ 
both r 61 ea with eq«al facility, and syjmetimcs^f 
within the minute. At present, to mako 
eas^ acquaintance with Mr< ICranmere, she is a child,, 
and looks it—but such a lovely one. Her golden hair 
is down and tumbled^and floating in the soft, Southern 
T)ree«e; her*bl«e eyes are frankly looking into his— 
ingenuous blue eyes that are so deep one never sees ^ 
beneath their surface. She h scarce five feet two 

4 

inches ^in height, but her figure is exquisitely 


developed* Adorned by the white, semi-tropical cos¬ 


tume she wears, something made by a modiste of' 
genius to give her ^ half*chitdish^ half-iromanly appear¬ 
ance, shelooks^like a toughing and sometimes nighty, 
fairyi • * * . ’ - . 

“By JovelV itwtes Mr, Cranmere, “matching 
the*palms, did you say? That's what I’ve been d^ng- 
* for. the pasrf two years on tho Congo/ Orinow.j^i^ V 







b ■ '• 


\., ■.■f’^^^,i-'3i»vesi;^ttng-the'«o»j%;'lJi|^^ 

, **yti,i* must tea^ me bo# to 
*Tl^ 6be eays t^erly: ‘‘You bav^is*t*iTOfi(^‘4^jj^. 
, witb youj'liave you?'.' • ■; •■:'^'>'■>:’t,- 

. ,-/,VN6**.' ’.Why?” ■• ! 

‘^'Because you would fiave ^iveti k to 
Tii jike ^t^ for ^ capHda-&t ^ 
is the only thing to whim I*dare give th<i iummosU 
recedes of my soui" - ' ... = 

* And she pats on the beutl a 'chocolate colored can- 
iche that^nuis by her side, of the kioid that,arc 
dipped by dog fanciers into lions an j tigers and h^ye 
frugw^s put Mpon their legs like savage orftarn^nts,^ 
But this/one ha% been clipped with more than diaWUi^' 
ingenuity^ until Be has been given a pair of^long chop 
side whiskers and a face that is ^Idiost'humane .7)^^ 
intensky^of the revelations fhat have been made to.liun/ 
by young mistre^ are appar^ntlypeuCh'^that do|[, 
has a pessimistic, '^^santhropic W that makes. his. 
aoutc^ knemng face^ with its oamine nose and-bloody 
red eyes, weird, strange and uncanny, ^ ^ 

In Abelard. I recognize^n old horror of name:—like-V 
wise in MlnabeU!^ for Miss Arxnttage, thoug^h ih^ve not; 
seen her for a year t>r t\Vo, in bttr kchool-girl 9^"' 
thtMsft&ir of my e&istenoe. ■ Notwithstanding I wajS^ 
an upper class rshe frequently brought k^sery 
by hex, terrible method .of teUihgM// tmthsi^ 
of dipidmmy in whxclv m her childish 
,^be could have equaled old Richelieu, d " 

;;; .While I Miiie goi^'on atde^ly 

Cranmere, You 

■ But I 'nil not "J! vc beeo.dtit of scitOQ? ISr ^ 

^4 last governs^ twq^wei^ j J 
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took my’faaad taAcod to me like a father^ wcf^vUt 

lhi3 Mf. Craamete utters an astounded: **ThMaakB^ 
—thanks awfully!" * ; 

^rt I interrupt {he conversation by saying: 

Riptey, oi Chicago, W^.^Cranmere, of London/' 

The gentlemen bow to each other'I add, ^‘Mr/; 
Cranmere hired a special for me to overtake ^tht. 
Florida. I was careless, and got left at Savannah." 

This 1 know.will maVe ^onas hate Cranmere. It' 
does! It also makes him fear him. Foreigners are' 
dangerous to American heiresses, Cranmere been 

an Englishman of title 1 think Joi^fKiplcy, of Poltn 
Pony ibinimcnt fame, would have fJ6nted. 

Oh, Heavens! If Qumme'*Powdcr5 should be a mem' 
bet;of the KuglEsh ftr^tocracy! £lise said he was of: 
nobfe birth; he carries a vafet. 

*Pshawt ifU tWnk of titles I shall grow romantic 
and shall not sleep—rank is so very poetic—and I have 
sat up half the night scribbling this. Wliat will my 
eyes look like to-morrow morning? 

^ 'therefore I shall £]nip!y.»clbse by saying that 1 got 
tp the Poncj? dc Leob and dinner; then I came up 
^iSere to my private parlor to rest after the fatigue of' 
t;he railway and began writing this. 

The day must have it; teres ted me, for I have stuck . 
to It with the vigor of a magazjcust paid by the cotumiL ^ 
'If ever I become literary 1 shall hire a stenograpZier. 


chapter IL 


A SQCIAI^ POPULIST. 

^ iR. AugystiMf^ J^firm^ry 

• Kx la tWf lut Azirtorrat! This I discovvrv^l this;" 
la^Knlto fAct, he spsoial imtiA to show mti '« 
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It came about this way. BreaMaeting in my patlj^ 
at teji, after elaboratf^ preparation I placed myself 
Evidence on the veranda> By **elaborate preparation '^1 
mean toilet 1 was a mass of fluffy grceUi tinged ^ith 
softest, feathery white Valenciennos, from sunshade to 
Jnpe, The whole sfffair was ligjit^ tropical and refresh¬ 
ing to myself—^ajid others, I flatter rftyself. At all 

events it'Iiad an effect As I* walked through the bi^ 
rotunda o*f the hotel, five the six gentlemen who * 

•V 

Avere reading tJieir newsjiapers* (poked up, and appar* 
entiy forgot New York dispatehes. The sixth didn't 
count; he was bknd and led by a servant. ' , 

jOn one of the side verandas overlooking the courti 
yar3, Armitage is seated, and a few steps from 

her, her daughter seems t« be entertaining with eyes, 
gestures and childish vivacity a gentleman whose back 
I do not recognize. My chaperoRe, whe^ I apprc^ch^ 
greets ifie enthusiastically in herfranj^ Chicago manner, 
excUIming that I took like a merii^id, 

** Oh living pictures, mother! “ cries Miss Mirabelle, 
turning her eyes upon me, Evie only looks lili;e‘ a 
mermaid in evening dres^ It takes nudity for a sea 
nymph I ^ 

I hear a suppressed and surprised By Jove! from* 
the gentleman and am covered with confusion. 

Good Heavens! it is Mr. Cranmere. I determine 
that he shall see me in dccoUetd and know tlie little 
fiend exaggerated. 

As he rises and offers me a seat with the compli' 
ments of the morning, my blushes* are still on my 
cheeks and 1 know they are fiecomm^, I gaze at 
him, Mr. Cranmere is another little surprise. Instead 
of the semi-Mexican appearance of the day before, he 
is now at/ English, and his single eye-glass loVks 
natural, A light duck costume cut aft%r last year's/ 


'Lpsdou mode,^ white pith Jielmet and haveipc^ and, 


•t ■ i 
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tawiiy ‘al%ator J>oQte adorn hia athletio at^d 

well developed feet. He is as typic^ an 
as you could find at Government House, Bermudaf ot 
on ftc veranda of Shepard’s Hotel, Cairo* 

^*^Vou look as if you had entirely recovered from the 
knocking up of the rayro^* trip^* he says easily, in¬ 
specting me I think rather critically* , ' ’ 

^ " Yes, I was se well taken'care of," I remirk, which 
> seems to please him, bein^ reminiscent of various iTttld 
attentions with which he Jiad honored me frotn. 
Savannah to Sf. Augusttne* 

^ He draws his chair nearer to mo^ which is conse- 
fluently further away from that of Miss Mirabelle, add 
causes-her childish eyes to gleam vindictiwely^as fhey 
fall upon me; for Miss Mirabelle is seventeen, 

Sixteen is sweety with languid aspirations curbed by 
goWrncss apd boar<f[ng school Seventeen has bud- 
ding social ambit^pus and incipient jealousies* It has 
not yet thrown awjjy the animalism of the child on 
attaining the passion of the vroman* Mirabclle, with 
he^ pretty, innocent, frank* face, laughing eyes and 
floating locks, is at present ^ kind of social populist, 
hates every girl, that she thinks more fortunate 
herself^, o^peciolly in the matter of beaux. 

She gives me another childish drg.as Mr* Cranmere 
isits beside me. ^*Evie/' she* remarks, “Jonas will 
be S 0 disappointed* He has gone down to Bay Street, 
He said you never got up until twelve o’clock, that 
lunch was your breakfast; but that he had the whole 
sdttrnoon for yoij, and he hoped you i^ould not be very 
angry with him f6r goidg away. Some men on a yacht 
invited him;” ^ 

I reply, savagely, “and I woh’t be angry 
with him if*he stays.away^*' 

This remavk is mistake, it shows^ temper; and-1 
Jmve .none in regard to Mr* Jonas Ri^ey*s abisent;^*; 

4 1 ■ if ■ , 
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; Un Cmii}npi*e \6ak% at -me hi a hiedkatiTe t 

' d<m*t altogetberJjke^ What will h« thinV mr 
■ sweetheart? \ * " ^ 

Ufftjleubtedt]^* for .the‘frank darting upon hit l^ta 
nQVpnrring: ‘^Oh 5vie, don't b< angiy with Janaf, 
He haa been thinkmg afahut yi^ all thu week* * Etery 
day he said to ftiothet: " I wonder ?f iLotfebud-^-^he 
calls yoa Eosebnd^now^will not come down tp Sli^ 
Augustine when she knows 1 am Jiere?’** 

* ** Mine/' says her motheV, in herqulyt Western wky^ 

stop talking^" ' i 

'^Manama, yofci know thit Jona''^ ^a)d to us 

tl^^ other night ^ *' 

Mrs*,AJlnUa^e does not controdict this, and I in my 
heart of hearts know that ^onas is very hltely to have 
j said something of the kiml. Fearing in niy present 
rage to' make answer to dcir Uttle a^llesa^Mi^lc, friae 
and languidly draw on my gloves ' * * ' 

Von're going for a wa^k, Miks Bialgtfe^"’ remarks 
Mr* Cranmfcre—1 am happy to say, a little eagerly. 

** Yes, in the Patio and out on the Alameda.^' « 

Dp you mind mv escfirt^ We will buy the gloves.'* 
**Not at all," reply I, “I ajways collect wagers 
promptly,*' and would go down the ^steps Into ittc 
garden, bui Mirabelle's voice holds me* 

** Miss BulgA / ” she says* ** How curiously Jroti pro* 
nouBce the name, Mr. Cranmere* InChirago.we can 
it —with an accent on the ^er / " 

‘*BulgerJ” ejaculates Mr* Cri&mere. Thongh he 
ftarts, hie pyc^glass sticks is his eye; a certain proof 
of PicoadiUy breeding. ' ^ 

^Certainly, 3uljvr," replies MiVobeB^* **t}on't 
youiknow Bile £xte(mina^or^ Hasn’t tliat 

single eye-glass of yours beep a£lkt«d ^th 
^ Bite EktermlnkJtot yet? You must be 
^ trell acquaiiitod with 



kttidrixl wcttnen j^atrolHSf ttie^cdortyaid ta 
g}^ ^i fcptnmc aummarjtoilc^ ^ni aot oae?ti 
o^ ’them has ma^iCuUne-escort- Whs^ wouMtrt eftsf* 
one <Sf th-e unattended give for ifljr stflWart &eau, even 
if he is a wholcsalti dfuggi&t ? « 

A moment after I grovr rafber to admire fbip fact; 
for he is a vfry vhaleiale druggist.* Ht tells ipf tiaat 
t^c firm by which he is employed deaU only id drugs in 
4;nonnous quantiueb. They sell logwood by the car^, 
quinine by the thousand ourrcc^, cocaine by the pound; 
that they have targe pliptaiions of cinchona trees oa 
4he island of Ceylon; that they have m>w control over 
sarsaparilla root coming down the Magdalena an4 
Orinoco^*and a good deal of the Rio Negro*product; 
that they have a contract with*the Peruvian government 
and special license fur handhng Peruvian balsam- 
"Py the he adds, believe Mr* Ripley'^s Polo- 
pony T/iniment*ccmtjins a good deal of chloral-hydrate. 
I must sec him about tt, Bulger's Bile Exterminator^ 
you know, has lotb of quinme- J think I*can offer 
your father very advantageous terms for the sulphate 
in bulk.*' • 


If you came to America to see ray father for this,*' 
I f,n^f “you Wad better have gone to New York/' 

no," he laughs, 'T am here on account of the 
coCa plum. If iu seed has the properties as reported 
of the genuine lirythrsxylen c/>ca^ 1 shall probably be 
able to reduce* the price of cocaine fifty per cenL in 

large quantities—certainly twenty-five, I came here 

_ # _ 

to vii.it Tampa and fouthem i^orida to iavestiig^te tho 
mattor." • • * * 

'^Ah t you dre a thorough business man,” 

, just as much u yon Americans. You Yai^eM 
Hunk’thtf nobody can trade but youn^yes Yw 
a&buld see tbe English away from hot&e, OuT 
classes in. Regeat S|Ket, Sdgravj|t ay 
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jut»—4itft pot tiwn in ^ trppic^ fxtt'tben 
r A<tfiies! Who controls the -world ?' Wh^, tjl 6 
merchant Bo ^on know oar 4£m 
nearly all of certain branches of the drug tradet"* thmt'; 
we eua give 70 a a quotation for f^uanUties that a New 
York firm would hesitate to handle ? * * / 

** No/' I repty^ */ I have never studied the drag busi- ■ 
ness. ‘ ^hat may interest papa/’ But here I suddenly 
break out, for something is weighing on my conscience^ 
don't wish to take youi^wager, I knew that fifteen^ 
was the exact number ot signa (letweeti Sa^^anna)^ and 
Jacksonville. (heard Mr llobb, papa's advertising 
agentj state it only a week ago. Bbn*t I For he 
aboi^t U> «step into one of those expensive e^tablUfa- 
tneuts that come down from New York for twotir three 
months each year to raise prices in Florida, “ 

But 1 ittsifif/' he says,*“more since you have^ade 
the confession. A wager is a wager.'/ ^ ^ 

** Don’t I ‘\I cry, “ 1 won’t take them i I brought 
three dozen pairs With me of all lengths, siecs and 
descriptions. I have tWent) buttons, 1 have seamless 
ones, I have riding glov^es, I have all kinds. I’lIViom- 
promise. ” He looks as if he would hold me to my bet; 

“ ri] do anything if you won't^^mak^ me feel like 4 a V 
robber," 1 mutter pouting!y, 

“Will you?" . . ■ 

“ Yes 1" 

“ Done I" Then he laughs, “ It is dppareiktly yofu; 
who have lost, not I. Come !" 

“Where?"* 

Into" this shoe shop !" 

“For what?" ^ 

“ To take your bet, YpnVe Seen Walkhig AhMl in f; 
aHppers on damp asphaH Uitf ove/ a mingtovt awitnyv A 
firitkh Miking boots are the ihtngi for ytHL 
wete^^t as much «i A doien pairs gtom. tiu% 
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in |u^ce 

^^rt^ iji>it^ffme/ Sq I can feel !'m .not 
^mniiderer if .1. ask you t^ take a walk on Bay SUeet or a 
•' oofiftitutional by the banks of tlie Sab Sebastian/' 

^ idea of a 5tro|l with him is not altogether un-* 
to me. His mannei^has ibat easy coafidenoe 
of being dead right peeuliarto the ^|’it^fheri^ **Come !" 
he urges* . ^ 

^ * Half angry, half amused, half reluctant, half wilCngJ 
I hnd myself walked into t^e shoe store. . 

he says to*th^ attendant, " I wish the best 


pair-of English walkiifg boots, lady'^ thick soles and 
low heels. Something for swamp work." 

The .saleswoman asks me my number- * Twos^* 
I repljfJ feeling that I am nqi^ in for English waking 
boots whether I want them or not. 


^*Twrs? By Jove ^ Thg average of the ladies of 
ny family is above that, don't yer know? " 

**Do you mean*tg say you haven‘t seen my—' 1 
pause here and blush* Wh it am I saying ?, 

“Your foot?" he whispersT, “Yes. It*s the pfet> 
tieSl in the world* You needn't be afraid* English 
'walking boots can't disfigure it." Then he lurns^away, 
Jiving me in ^le habds of the saleswoman In her 
clutches my delicate green, match-my^gown clippers 
taken from me and replaced by yellow, aUigator- 
l^ther, double^saled, foot ball-appearing English, walk¬ 
ing boots.' * 

There is only one thing that reconciles me to 
this. Mr. Jonas Ripley returning from Bay Street 
chances tapass, and seeing us in the store* and Mr* 
Craninere paying mf boots, grows green as 
'east-off slippers^with rage and fury* 

- He rntust .#iot think What i^e will think ! 
i. l.Jiobbifi after him and'cry; “ Mr*—S^pley^eec 

Fve won from Mr. Craamere^.*"' ^ ^ 
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lair <rf boibis? " gasps Jon^, turning round ■ 

I bet him a pair of boots aad \¥on on Buffer's 
Extcrminatiy*/' ^ ‘ ^ 

‘‘Weil, be's given you ^ the worth of your money," 
answers Jonas grimly, and passes'on, though I cap gee 
,him in rage tick a dry;^ods box that stands'on the 
' sidewaj^ as he goeft away. 

* This -urifortunately is true! T have the worth of 
my money. Fairylike to' my feet, my lower extremi-* 
* ties seem weighted witlvle^fd, * The boots and costume 
^ are in hideous contrast t 

p 

As we return the hotel llie sniefcers of one or lwo<^ 
women so enrage me that I could kick Cranmere with 
one of my*newly-purchased boots. Jf 1 did it. would 
hurt him, * ^ 

“1 say^" he says, easily, *^‘ik)w yon feel quite 
comfortable, 'i'hese are flic things to walk in, flon*t 
yer know— useful!^' e ' ‘ 

You don^ iike the oroamentaAj*" I pout. 

“Oh, y^,” he says; “these will do for balls and 
fandangoes,” he waves the package containing my 
carded slippers,* “ but <oot for tramping over damp, 
ground. Besides, theyVe SO'cociifortalilc, you know.” 

“Comfortable ? If walking witii w^cjfehtson my feet 
is comfortable,” 1 think, . But I will not destroy his 
/ Jileasure in having given me a present, he looks so 
happy over it. Therefore 1 contrive to keep up with 
his long, slashing strides hut undoubtedly kjok weary. 
Noting this he suggests: “Shall we sit down in the 
garden of,the Alcazar?’* ^ * 

“No, I—I think 1 can g^t as far ps the hotel," I 
pant. “ We'li struggle to riie courtyard of the Ponce 
Besides, the band i§ beginning to play." 

A minute after I drag my weary boots into the beau-^ 
Jtifakcourtyard of the Ponce de Leoi^ . This IppiS 
alwbys does on a fine day, a mixture of poetry and 



enchantment Poetr^ from the iro^H^ky.^ii&iSli^W^ 
foli[a^;e ahd brilliant flowet? f .encbaiUTient-frowthe 
magjp wand of commercial wealth th^t has tbuchi&d the 


mangrove swamp and made ijt into a fairyland. 

Baautiful women ate Hitting about in light summer, 
toilets ; a few men give dignfty to the scene ; daiiy 
footmen with jetty heads^ red ooats’slished wUbJhlack, 
Imee-breeches—and yellow stockinged legs, stalk like 
'gigantic wasps amid the-trees. One of these, deft fey 
experience, sees fatigic in*my eye and fetc^a-tete in* 
Mn pranmere's, and promptly places two chairs under 


*a secluded palm tree* ‘ 


* Into one of these 1 sink, withdrawing hurriedly, biijt 
carefuUy, my present from observing eye^ *Mr. Gran- 
mere sinks down beside me. * He is apparently fatigued 


too,; his face has b<!C(jmc languid as it was yesterday 
at noon. • * 


*"Vou are in?^^ ¥ say. 

" **Oh nt>, only the Quinine hour apprtiaches. I feel 
the want of the drug. Where's that beast 'Maddox ?" 

t 

' ' l^is is answered by the beast Maddox in person; 
’ •that British servitor now gcts^o us, in his hand a glass 
of sherry and a quinjne powder. He says : “I have 
neen waiting fof you,It’s hover your time^ ^ came hover 


from the San Marco, but could not hobserve you 
hinstantly.,** 

** Lucky ypu turned up ; otherwise I should have 
Decome so languid that probably iViiss Bulges would 
have given me my conge. As it is—quick ! MJ- 


eiscort tosses off ‘the quinine powder nn His glass of 
sherry an<5 very shortly tjpeomes brighter. 


"You're not living at the Ponce de Leon?" I say 


surprised, as thl? valet c§.rrics away the goblet, 

, "No, it was so crowded it was impossible to give w ^ 
a TtSoBd* Consequently I had myself driven over to thtf' 

' ■ It rt 

San XfiiFco, . There 1 was lucky enough to hud i sofk ' 



parlor, and Maddox threatens to give 
‘ because he'« only got the soft side of a in. -thc 

halL" ^ . 

^ ' “You didn^t expect to stay in St AugllStme^'^.,3 
inquire^ 

Hadn’t in idea about it twenty-four fiouts 
ago.*’ ^ , 

This*puts me into a-quiet' meditation* Wbat,couH 
have made him stay in St.»Augustine ? Vanity answer&i« 
myself ! But even as this dashes through my mind he 
dashes the cup of seif>adubtion from my lipe by 
remarking: “Pon't yer know, I think 1 can-do a, 
little business with Mr* Ripley, tHe Polo^pony Lini¬ 
ment chap* 1 shall nail him this afternoon for an. 
order on chloral” t 

“ you'll have to take qutnin/; powders/* I laug^ 
“to nafi Mr* Ripley on an)fcbusirfess tran^ction. ‘He's 
a trader,” ^ • 

“That's the,reason J shall naiWhim* If Mr* Ripley 
can save dollars he is the man to do it, and a commis¬ 
sion is a commission* Vou see/* he adds, “ever since. 
I sowed my wild oats if\ the army Tve been infernally 
hard up* It's much easier running Into debt than get* 
ting out of it^ don't yer know ? * * , < 

You were in the army ? ” I say. 

Yes, cornet in the Royal Horse Guards, You 
can soon get into debt there,” he adds^ fuefuily. 
This confession brings rapture to my soul* No one but 
aristocrats get commissions in the Household Cavalry^ 
and once a swell, always a swell! , : 

“Since then/' he continues,' 1 Have knocked about 
.a good deal—rlndia for awhile, thh Ajnazon and 
Orinoco; a little of Peru; travelling* man for Pink, 
/White &; Co. Not so,bad, don't yer k^ow ? - See 
. world ^d all that, I can teU you. , AwfuUy jolly cqilil' 
Anterica," ■ . . - ' . 


ti 
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V^- IrfTwf thaiti any place in the vorld. ^n^hat^|i^' 
acre of grotiud could yi>u see five htmdred women likc^ 
theae 7 Catchy, chic and gowned like Queens of Shef%'^- 
, Indp has its temples, ghauts, pagodas, and all that, 
don't you understand; but America is the only coutltry 
where I could have come to know ybuvithout^ intro* 
(Jaction, Therefore, America' is the joiliest I havc^ 
• «yer seen/' , ‘ * k 

*■ If you speak of intjoduCtictfi in that way/’ I answerJ 
biting my lip; he may tQink he has made my acquaint*^ 
« ance too easily'—I may go back to the forms of’politflP 
society and cease to know you* *' * ^ 

> “0{j; come now, I say! he cries out xutfuHyj'then^ 
whispers, '*You don't mean^hat, I haven't a friend in 
America to introduce me. Don’t make me go back to 
the Tonelines^of yesterday,*when I didn't think 1 had 
a friend within foof thousand miles of me, and hadnT' 
had a letter from Kome in over a year, 1 suppose 
there's mail w^aiting for me in, two or three ports, but it 
nc^r reached me—when I've-been so lonely on the 
Orinoco, Amazon and' Cong^—don't make still; 
feel that I'm a strangpr—toj>'^>/if," 

* His tone tRotigh Einglish is impressive and pleading* 
The music of the band on the Loggia comes floating 
to my ear—some of VerdiV impassioned strains* 
Aida/* I think it is—no/I don't know. All I know 
is there is passion in the music that enters tny soul and 
makes me feel tenderly' for this poor, wandering 
Britishen I say csonciscly but c0ectively: / sA4‘n’tf^ 

His cyeS me^t mine ; they are frank, honest, blue 
l^oneyes, HotrwithsUnding bis skin burned brown 
by tropic suit. ‘“Ctod bjess you!" he mutters; then 
j^oes on: rbelieve travel has knocked a good deal of 
. British sang/rtnd out of me, But don’t yer know 

be turns his face toward mine* Has. t^ 






iPHE LADIES^ JJJQG^MAXn', 


has, it gets no further, for, a voice at my elbow 
says,: Ah there, Cinderellai" , ^ 

It is charming little Mtrabelk. She continues, .'art¬ 
lessly; 1 thougtit I'd come over and see your B6%liBh 

walking glass*slippers, Cousin Evk. Jonas calls them 

Mr, Ripley has evidently informed her of my present, 
and in'qo complimentary way. In a flash I withdraw 
the ‘^stogtea " from sights but Mirabelle laughs to Mr. c 
Cranmere, clapping her hands, in her child-of-nature 
wayr "I've seen 'em I Yesj i think half that bet 
would be big enough for wf. Jonas has told the itory* 
to one of the newspaper men, it w'as'so good. Evie, if 
you don't*look out yon'!! apj>ear in print aS' having 
hco/sf'^ * t 

" Good heavens !’' I falUT. , 

"Not €l&V€n ones, like some ^^Auiig lady's/' jeeriyMr* 
Cranmerc, with insinuation. 

t 

Rut this doenot sooth my wounded feelings; those 
boots go out of my window* as soon as I get upstairs, 

I turn upon Mirabelle and say savagely; "Don't dare 

C X 

to speak of newspapers J.o me ! 1 hoped 1 had escaped 

them when I came from New York. Bui I suppose the 
omnipresent, social-subject society rept^rter is always. 
Jying ill wait. I never want to see my name in type 

‘if* ■■ 

again! * 

Here Miss Mirabelle opens her blue eyes and purrs: 
"You don't mean that^ Evie ? You kno^ you love to 
sec your name in print. Weren't you the happiest girl 
in New York yrben you saw Miss Eyelyn Valk Bulger 
as one of the invited to the Pitriardhs?” * 

"Anyivay I don't want to see my' name in print 

"Don't you, darling? Then you sba'n't," laughs 
Mirie, "1 know a nice newspaper correspondent here! 
keep your name out of the papers if I ask him. 



' "y' ‘ xAwES';ju6aERSAtJT: ^ 

a4id I will, Don^t forget X did you a favor^ 
we vL&it you in New Yorkj and do your best to make 
my life bappy, as 1 am doing for you in St, Augustine. 
AbeBfii.and I are going to have a nice little confab 
about you.” 

Hero artless little MirabClle, evidently overcome 
with some merry thought, rups away shrieking with 
^^ughter. 1 rise to pursue her*ancl jlemand what she 

• means, but my boots forbid running. 

Noting that 1 haveje/t my scat Mr. Cranmere says; 
**WiJl you step down wifh me for a walk on Bay Street 

* this afternoon.” * * 

A 

, **Not with these boots on !" 1 say determinedly, ^ 

“ Oh - conic ill anything'^si ippers-^bare feet, if you 
like, please promise!” J-fe looks so wistful that I, 
recalling the loneliiiijss he had coniplaiiied of when the 
musrtc and qujpine passion gtjt into his eyes, and remem¬ 
bering our inU;irruijtcd tctc-a-tcte, answer: Yes !" 

‘*Good business he laughs, quoting me; then con¬ 
tinues; Apropos of business, I must •catch Mr, 
Rijley a minute. Don't forget'four o*clock!” And 
he crosses the patio to where Jonas stands talking to 
some Western fnends at the entrance to the rotunda; 
While I tak^ 4ny \ueary path to iny room, anxious 
to get rid of my ahonitiiations and become a fairy 
again, feet and ail. 

In iny chamber, EUsc, on hearing the story of my 
Englisli walKing shoes rolls up her eyes, shrugs her 
shoulders and mutters: btic dAu^lais! 

To this I cry, indignation in my voiq^; ** He meant 
kindly by iue. Stop talking and go to work!” 

From under my maid's skilled hands 1 make my ap^ 
pearance at hin^h in a natty little walking costutne and 
walking boots, but Frenth ones—soft, easy, petite and 
*chic.^ 

* You can call me Cinderella now, if you w'ant, my 
dear,” I whisper to MirahelJe,^^s I take a chair oppo* 





' Armitajfe is at the head 4n<l J^ifkAs atthc 
this'young gentltman^ in his difiltdciit ^ay^ thldng his' 
post at our table as il he were ^one of the party^ In 
fact I hear him whisper to the head waiter : “This ia 
my regular seat," A communication which^ fortifieii'by 
a' greenback^ makes him secure, and as there are only' 
four chairs at our table,/cinbarrasses any act of hospital¬ 
ity in the dining direction on my part to Mr. Cranmem, 
whom Jonas now appears ta regard with particular^ 
enmity, his dogged hatred of last night seeming to have 
been replaced by malicious vindictiveness. 

As 1 sit down, Mr, Ripley*s remarks are pertinent as^' 
to the object of his dislike, “What me (Fable idiots 
these British firms send over here to represent them in 
their investments and business I he breaks out, ** No 


wonder they're salted right and' left. Look at^jthe 
fellows buying all the cattle yards in Chicago from 
Armour, who*s dead sure to rnn opposition to them and 
run 'em out 6f the business, of whidi he holds a 
monopoly.^ See their purchase of Milwaukee and St, 
Louis breweries! What chance will there be for divi¬ 
dends.from them? Do^they think that the Dutch arCv 
going to buy £t/^/isA beer? , 

I eat my oysters and say nothixig to this, knowing it 
IS but a peroration to a personal eulogy of my whole- 
sale druggist, A minute after Jonas comes to the 
point: “Look at that ineffable ass of the English 
walking boots! You don't wear them now, I see, Miss 
Bulg^e,” he jeers, putting a Chicago French accent on 
the bnal syllable of my name^ with ^elaborate flourisK 
** Were they torturers? But what won't -American girls 
do for these foreign adventurers, oicknamed Counts, 
and Barons?" , ■ * ^ 'V ' 

“That can't apply," I temark, “to Mr, CranmeneV 
He tooK particular care this momlng to inform me be 
was only a representative of an English drug 








Vthis ,I prestnt ^Jonas with Mr* 

** Vc^' gavc mft ojsc of these hiiuself^ this tiwrn-, 

iog,«jdrten proved htmselX a'l>tisinfS3 ldiot-^offe«<J . 

me • chloral hydrate at ten cents a pound under the ■ 
luarHet. And I nailtd him for a contract with Pink, 
White & Co. for all I'il needlfor a year. Pink, White 
& Co. will discharge him when tBejf see this .docu¬ 
ment ” says Jonas with a hilarious chuckle, producing- 
•the formal record and gJoatihg over it, then replacing ^ 

it carefully in his pocitetboflk. ^ 

<'And he signed with you without knowing the 

^•current price ? ” I psk nervously. * 

- “Yes, Afi soon as I saw he was under the mark^ 

quotatip’n, I told Jiim hcM have to settle on the 
minute as going to feave to*morrow. So we 

signed duplicate contracts,^* returns Mr, Ripley, Then 
he adds : ** Bon't look as ff you pitied him and was 
' gl&d I was gohig ajvay—for Vm noil That was only 

to hurry your British business man ! 

for there is rage and disgust in my eyes* What 
wiU poor Mr, Cranmere think when he discovers that 
Jie has been done as so ma»y Englishmen have by 
American business ad/oitness ? Will he imagine me a 
p&rty to Jonas’# sharp trade ? I would warn him, but 
it is too late. He has signed the document. He may 
■ be discharged—and with the debts he has spoke^n of— 

' poor Mr, Cranmere I It takes away my appetite, I 

am glad when lunch is over* 

Later in the afternoon, as I sit apparently reading, 
dawdling away the* time until four o^clock, I see Mine 
in converEation with a* bright, dapper-looking little 
Chao who is ‘dodging about the hotel talking to a great 
p.opl. and apparently doing a good deal of 

■, questionMig. * ■ 

,A few minutes later I say ; **MirabeUe, I sec yw 


liav<i a:t>eau/* 




' TMK LADIES' '.JUGGElUJA'Oftr ' 

J^fAbcauf- . - ., 

** Yes, that little gfentlcman with whom y<^ti were 
walking about. • ' 

“Oh, he's good for quiet afternoons. Hefh -the 
society reporter of the JacksonvilLe Sia/^sman.” Heii 
the girl looks amused <and giggles contemplatively, 
probably thinki|3g*of her little flirtation with the news* 
paper’gentleman. • ^ 

A few minutes after. I sec her in conversation 
frith Mr. Hipley, and sha seems to amuse him, for 
Jonas bursts out into *trcmondoiis guffaws.^ ha^u-hawg 
and he-hes, an^ is very merry about something. 
it the contract out of which he has swindled—yes, 
twin use the word—Mr Cranmere, who in his absence 
on the Grin* ICO, Ama^omand African (lOld ('oast must 
have lost track of the price of cldoral hydrate ? 

At four o'clock the gentleman of my thoughts ctfmes 
slashing along, this time in aftcruooiv w'alking suit, 
Prince Albert,,high hat and faul^ess Piccadilly get-up 
of the preceding year. I rise and would tell him of 
the mistake he has made; but he looks so happy that I 
do not mention it ^ 

Hdw’ever, he docs. As we walk out of the court¬ 
yard, turning down the A lamed a* toward ®ay Street, he' 
says: **1 really am quite pleased w'ith myself, t 
made a contract for an awful lot of that chloral hy¬ 
drate with Kiplcy. After a time my firm will think 
I'm rea/fy becoming a business man 5nd raise my 
salary. 1 know it will please Pink, w'ho says [ have 
commercial instincts in me/’ 

I don't dare to crush his hopes Imt feel* miserably 
over it. Probably a little sympathy gets into my 
voice, though we talk on other subjeej^s* This seems 
to please him. We pass a beautfful afternoon doing 
Vedder's Museum, and taking a sail in a boat on thd 
blue*waters of Matanzas Inlet; Mr. Cranmere remark- 





TftE ,LAmES^ 



.ing plaintively as I step iitto the skiff: Now yd1 

feet will get wet* I say, why didn^t you wear those;—” 
“Those walking boQts ? Never again!I reply 
sternfy* “ I am suffering from them how." 

' “ You have given them away ? You've thrown them 
out <yf the w'indow ? " « 


“Oh, 1 shall keep them/* 

“For use?" 

ip" • * 

^ “ No, for a souvenir/* 

“By Jove! Put *ern* lu a glass case^ don't yef 
know^^" be says. “What shafp ideas you Araerican 
^rls have/' , ^ 

He seems so happy in my society that I invite him 
to the hop that takes place at the Ponce de l^eon this 
evening. • 


‘‘DeJightetl!" he answers. “ 1 haven't danced with 
a Wlwte woman in two yc^ys. Black beauties don't 
count, yer knojv.” 

“Very well, welt give you a civilised ^entertainment 
this evening," I laugh, , 

With this he bids me good-bye, and four hours 
afterward stalks into fhe Pon^e de Leon in immacu- 
Tate evening dress, patent leather pumps and black 
silk stockings,*<Jyessctras elaborately as he would for a 
ball in Belgravia. 

His English style makes * several New York 
dandies w-ho have come ashore from a yacht 
rather enviou!^. They can only imitate him f^eMy. 
Nt>body but an Englishman could dance in his 
dashing British fashion—careless of t^>es, thought¬ 
less o£ flounces, scattering dismay about him, but 
triumph for me; every woman whose dress he treads 
on turns round, ^looks at him and sees that I have 
a masculine partner, *of which there is a great dearth 
always in the Ponce de Leon ballroom. 

This evening Mr. Cranmere seems bound to make 





?^dsclf a^eabic* He leads i|« 

lancers; he dances once or twice with MirabcHe 
the second tim^ she receives his attentionsyr'i^eenia 
troubled about something. It isn't her costume 
sure; as the girl looks exquisite in her Frenchimade 
gown that gives a pink shading to her plump, dimfded 
sn ow - wh i te shdul ders, ^ 

She 'comes to me and opens her lips about to speaik, 
then as Mr. Cranmere remarks: “This is my dance, Mis« 
Bulgce," Mifie scowls and whispers, “Why, it's the fifth 
one already this evening; what a monopolist you arc^ 
Evie,” and clo^s her tips with a snap as her eyes grow 
envious and vindictive. 

There is something on this child's mind and now 1 
know she will never speak it Her father was called 
“Shut-Jaw Armitage," and Mirabelle, though she has 
feminine facility of tongue, on great occasions has her 
father's jaw. * 

Our dance finished, Mr. Cranm'ere murmurs: “Can’t 
I take yoii in to supper*? 

“There is no supper," I reply sadly, 

“No supper—a balV without supper ? I say, donlt 
they give suppers at balls in America ? 

“Ves," I reply, “generally. Came to New York and 
ril show you gastronomical displays that wilt m^ke 

**■ .^m- * 

you open your eyes as 'well as your mouth. But these 
hops given by the hotel are economical and hungry." 

He looks pathetic, then goes on eagerly: “Makeme 

■ I ' 

forget the absence of food in the presence of beauty*. 
Please take a stroll with me .on th^ coiridt^ and int^ 
the garden,^ That costume would be so^awMlyfetth* , 
iiig with moonlight effects." 

In this idea I agree with him. ^My costume U, 1 
ter myself, a from Paris. , 

“Yea, 1 think 1 could atand even niooniightj*\i^ 
reply, “oaly>” here I laugh, .“there le pb 
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tow, * fiha^ over your shouldcfa and 

let fhe'electric lights atand for^t^ 
Soon,^ lie whispers, « 

'1 ij^'t think I would go with htnij^ut just at this 
time f happen to see Mr. Hipley stalking about, evi¬ 


dently in Bcarch of me. • 

^‘Very well,*' I assent hurriedly, and permit him to 

' A ft 

place a wrap about me. For I have not, to use^a slang, 
expression, been bluffed ouL of my evening c^st»fm 
de rigueur by Miners nierraaid insinuations of the morn- 
ing, Sind am d/i&IUU; a ftyle of gown which I flatter 


^ysctf is becoming to me. My ivory shgulders will bear 
comparison with even Mirabelle^s snowy dimples. 


*He cloaks me so deftly that he muz^t have done a 
good deal of this business ia some former epoch cf 
his life—probably when he was a dashing subaltern in 
theiilousehold Brigade. » 

A minute a^er we are in the courtyard, away from 
the bustle of the baU yet just within ^hearing of its 
orchestra, the strains from which floating round us 
lend the charm of music to tiie tropic scene. Some¬ 
how or other Mr, Cranmere sheets for us a seat away 
brom passers-by, and where the palms shade us from 
electric lights* .This^Hay seems to have made us at 
least good friends. 

We chat unaffectedly but unromantically until he 
chances to tell me of one of his adventures in the 
Andes of Peril, where a mule nearly fell with him into 
that tremendous chasm of the Apurimac, which is 
crossed at dizzy Ijeights by that wondrous hanging 
bridge of withes. " If tfle beast's hind foot had gone 
two incheS' further I would never have seen Florida. 
The Condor vultpres would have known how I tasted, 
dbn'x ytt know?" he'coacrudes. 

• Then his eyes catch something in my face which even 

hide, and he says softly.: * ^ Would 


■ darkness does not 

lorryj 
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'^Why—I-^I should never ha^e known you/' I «piy 
wit?h a nervous little laugh. Somehow 1 think the world 
'wouldn't seem quite so pleasaf^t as it does now, ^ 

“Of course I should have never known you, Miss 
Bulgee, That would have been hard lines on m^," he 
remarks contemplatively. 

Perhaps my ‘sifenco makes him bold, for he adds 
■suddenly: “ I should never get one of your nice little 
Jiand'Shakes, don't yer ifnderstand? ” 

Good Heavens! Hc*haJ audiciously taken my hand 
and given it one of his Mg hand-shakes. 

In another iifSitant I would draw jt aw'ay but before F ^ 
^et the chance, a voice comes to us. It says in flunky 
tones: “ iVs your time to take your quinine, j|ir, Tve 
bew waiting for you hall about'the lobbies. Mi&s 
Harmitage directed me, sir/* 

“Maddox, youVe—yod’re a faithful beast,” snarls 
his master swallowing the quinine.. Then he gives the 
faithful Maddbx a look that makts him disappear hur¬ 
riedly in rtie palm trees, while I utter a little prayer for 
Mirie, 

Somehow the quinihe seems to take the sentimeqt 
from both of us. J rise and say; “It's time to go in. 
The hop is over and the band is^playihg ‘Home, Swfeet 
Home/" 

“You'D—you*U forgive Maddox?” he says in his 
stupid English way, which makes me furious, 

* ‘ Forgive /t/m !” I answer. “ What do you mean? ” 
My tone is icy, 

“You'll—you'll forgive m^?” he stammers, 

“ Why ? ” My accent is Siberian. 

“ I don't know,” he says gloomily, “only I thought 
you were angry about something, I’—I hoped it was 
MaddoJt,” 

* 

“l*m not angry,” I sneer, “only it's pleasant some* 
times to get away from the drug business/' With this 




I turn from him and irf another instant 1 would be..on' 
the portico amid the lights and crowd and safe; but 
don’t Jnow my man. The quinine powder is doing its' 
work on him well— i&a well. 


In another second he is bes^e me and has got my 
bandf mutteringi “You shan^t run off in a huff about 
quinine,'^ He looks at me, his ^yes* are very bright, 
and adds; “You don’t go until you “promise to take 
early morning constitutional with me. ” 

“Where?I ask. * ‘ • 

“Ahywhere. It*s a constitutional I want. Promise, 
eight o’clock, His tone is so detcrrfiined—the hour 
mentioned is so early that I know I shall have no ques-* 
tions asked. Even Mirabelle sleeps until nine. “Yes 
—please let rpe go/’ I answer. 

“^uite right! Mdet you in the rotunda at eight” 
Good heavens[ He has kissed my hand, 
rf any one saV him! 

I am half way up tlfe stairs before I femember the 
elevator is running, 
iSfime one did see him f 

. Coming up the unusual stairwfty and not by the usual 
elevator, 1 am unnotigcd. As I walk along the cor- 
ridbr I hear a vflice. *It is Mirie talking to her horrid 
dog, which sits upon a chair gating into the courtyard 
and eating chocolate caramels in the electric light. 

Abelard/’,she says, “you saw the naughty Evic 
let him kiss her ? ” 

Good gracious! It seems to me the uncanny beast 
winks! * * 

“ 1’hat’s right, tell the truth, doggie," whispers his 
mistress, “Well hold a consultation over a girl who 
monopolizes the Only^atcliy man about, won’t we?” 

^Here MirabelJc looks vindictive in the half light. 
Then her mood changes. She whispers; “Show me 
how he 'kissed her, Abelard, and Til ''give you 1 
caramel:” ^ 




Here, with diabolical IngeDuhr, she paU oxie.ltf Jtbe 
'last's beloved candies between her own tair^Iips. and 
the dog jumps up at her striving to gain the sweet. 
Then laughing, her mood changes again. She 
whispers: “Down, Englishman^ downl** and toss¬ 
ing Abelard the chocolate, jeers: “YouVe got your 
sweet, too/' = - 

r ' 

At this moment I pass her. “ Ah, Evie," shelaugjis^ 
calling out to me, “you should have heard us. Abelard 
and I were chatting al^ut jO(i! 

But I am too indignant to^answer her, 1 go*^ to my 
room and—idiot that 1 am—sit down and write thL' 
half the night; and every time I look at cny digits 
■ which become inky with my work, I feel his kiss upon 

■ V 

my hand. 

Ah me; quinine is a curious drug.- 

Is it like^iutn? Shall 1 dream of tym? 

• * 

chapter III. 

**OUft FIRST DAY TOGETHER/* ^ 

. ^ * 

Si^ Augustifie^ Jifar^A /j/., 

Thakk heaven, 1 don't dream of ^Atm. I sleep"the 
sleep of the just; but curiously I awake to disgust Ehse 
by calling her at 7 : 3 b to array me. 

At eight o"clock I am in the rotunda.^ 

Yes, Mr. Cranmere is waiting for me; he has paid 
me the compliment of being eager. 

“ 1 turned out at six o'clock/* he says. have 
been walking about trying to find a nied place for A 
constitutional. *’ 

Do you think you need a cpnstitutioful after two 
' hours trudging? ** I laugh. * ' ^ ^ 

“,Yea, with he replies, and looks father,fresh 
. 8104 ruddy under his sallow skip, . His eyes 
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iittogMher he aeetils breezy and wholesome ln''h^ 

ii^ht daan^l walking ^uit and heavy alligator ahoes. ^ 
I^kon^t you think we need breakfasa first? *' 

‘‘That is prepared; trust me, Tm a traveller,*^ he 
returns. His manner is mys^f rious, but I accompany 
him through the great arch of the Loggia. 

Together we cross the plaza of tfie'Alcazar md I 
find myself in its pretty restaurant wlfere, apparently, 
Cranmere has been before, as there is a charming 
little breakfast with Msh strawberries, the sweetest 
IndiafC River oranges, fifti just out of the water, an 
omelette and salad, «offec, and a very frajrant pineapple 
that was plucked in Cuba only two days ago—so Mf.^ 
Cranmene informs me as he plays the host, • * 

What would Mirabetle and her mother, and what 
would Jonas say if th^ saw our t^te-i-tete meal? 

However, th(f breakfast is good; I am hungry and I 
don’t care, * • 

Somehow we dawdle* over this; Mr. Cranmere having 
got me away from the Ponce-de Leon, whWe inter* 
ruplions m*ght take place, seems to forget his desiro 
for striding abemt SI, Augustine,* 

But breakfast is overeat last, and we stroll past the 
swimming baths \o the tennis court where my escort < 
enjoys his cigar, and I watch some gentlemen practic¬ 
ing long lobs and sharp smashes at net. 

After a of this, he says, inquiringly, m hU 

English, not-an-idea-in-his-head manner: ** What shall 
we do? ** 

“You invited md for a walk," 1 reraailic somewhat 
cdrtly, * , 

“ Too hot! " Then, tossing away his cigar, he ndth: 

“ What do you say tOHoranges? " . 

“ You saw me eat two—not half an hour ago." 

*^But oranefes off the trees; theyVe a different 
to a grove and really enjoy them*" Witji 




cctart* ^ Tbis^ JfSfi wforms us 

jfroye'"' up the San Sehastiin, a;id 
almighty fine drive to get’-there. 


it’s. 


' 'Clare to goodness don' know t}ic beautSes of 
&ppt of yeai'th, ‘less you take a drive in^mjear** 
'riage. I kin show yo^ eberything UiaCs bin done siace 
dc war. What 1 don' know ‘bdut Augustine would, 
'stoni sh Flagler h i sselC ^ My i ascription s of surra n ndi n', 
scenery will be worth, de five, dollars yo«*ll pay ®e for 
de trip/* retnarks the sable cabby effusively, * ^ 

* “Let's go with hita," I fiaj% thoughtless of chape¬ 


rone. 


jf 

“All right, we'll makff a picnic/’ returns Cranmerc, 
** Lunch under the orange trees apd all Just wait 

while I make the purchas*^s.^ *’ 

In five minutes he„ has returned, remarking senten- 
tiouslyr “Br«ad and butter, aheese, biscuits, cold 
fowl, a box of sardine^ a bottle of champagne and a 
quinine powder for me. T told the druggist to be 
carefuV and make it ejoictly twenty-one and a quarter 
grains/’ 

Then we step into the opqp cai^iage and drive 
away, the darky hacktftan putting us at our ^ease by 


remarking anxiously.' “Say, boss, yo' didn't forget I 
was ui the crowd when yo' bought dat lunch ?'' 

For answer, Mr* Cranmerc points td our packages, 
which indicatej^) rations for everybody. 

At this th«^arky nierrily chirrups to his horses agid 
away^we go, .crossing the San Sebastian and following 
the To^;oi road through scenery whidi our -ciceroBc 
Says is “tremendous fine," but which I note is ffat, 
quiet u^d uninteresting, ebnaisting cbiefiy; bf .sand, ' 
scrub!baks^and dwarf palnjetto’s interspersed he^ 
there with larger'trees, view, being genfr^^\nii^ i! 
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S4t^ ffet' rm each' tite, ^vjS-, ^, J.i 

\"^*t'^y. How's thifij’i writspers Mr, Crahmere^oon- 
t^t<?dly, **No^og to distract our attention from 
ourselves/* We would hjive a pleasant tete-Vteteof it; 
were it not for tue 'drtvei*^^ who turns round ntost 
of the time, permitting his liorses <0 \valk, and chat- 
tjng with the easy familiarity of darky raQO* 

Finding that we pay little or *io attention to him, and 
determined to creat^ ejtottemcnt, he suddenly rouses 
me with tlifs s tart ling *rjmark:: Missie, did you 

evei* see snakes ? " and would go into effusive and 
horrible description of seme fearful snake adventur^ 
with moccasins and rattlers. 


Here a new phase of my escort*^ character de¬ 
velops; he says, shortly: “ Nigger^ stop your mouth 1 " 
** YiSj sah/^ answers lUi darky, and turns liis at¬ 
tention to the iiorses again. 

You knw how to deal with him/'d whispcri. 

"Oh, Tve had experience with them. Yhe Jamaica 
nigger is the worst on earth, I wasn*t going to have 
him destroying your picnic joy# and making ypu jump 
every^tinfte you trod on a brandythe orange planta¬ 
tion. And wt^ll soon be there, I think." 

For the road has turned toward the San Sebastian, 


w‘hich sluggish stream w'C cross* and a few minutes after 
are driven in through green hedges of prickly osage 
into on# of th 6 prettiest orange groves north of Palatka, 
to be/welcomed with Florida hospitality by the man 
who occupies it. . * - 

A dollar buys the privileges of the place; wc can 
^ pick-and eat and'take away all w'e want, 'i'lie.pro^ . 
prietor shows us the besL trees, and .a minute 
after I’give cries of/astonished delight as. I. enjoy a 
, Flofiiia seedless orange 10 ^1 its juicy f^reshness, plucked 
■.by n»y.*own greedy band _ " - " /- ^ 
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Ofir dii?er thronrs i^c id . 

<}n *thc ^ound for us to sit upOA; th« utmgt fariArf' 
loans us'knires^nd forks, plates and tumbter% saq^^ 
a f«W mmutes after we are in tbe midst' of ao UA't' 

k 

■ promptu meal. Our h^ckman, who calls, 
proudly La^arus/^ and seems to think It a- 

vety distinguished cognomen, stands behiaid us dis-' 
posing of what'we leave, and eats > so continuous 
^at my companion remarks v^e to me; “By Jovel^ 
we've fountT ifns way of s^oppinjpf his jaw! “ 

To this I laugh, as my spirits are high, and we finish 
up the/"/* by champagne in tumblers, Mn Cranmere 
uemembcring his quinine, takes his powder in the wind 
and says it rather heightens the flavor. At alkovents' 
we are both in buoyant humor as we iwndcr abewt^ 
the orange grove picking the fruit and eating so many 
I am ashamed.to remember the number,^ ; 

But all things come to an end; and a few tninuti^ 
after we drive away, a'dozen of fresh navels lying on 
the seat be^de us and 1 using a branch of orange blos¬ 
soms as a sunshade. . ^ 

My escort looks inquiringly at me and says? 
"Where—to the Ponce de Leon?” ^ 

"What! so soon?” dissent I, in. a tdhe that terns 

1 ’ 

to please him greatly. . ? . 

This conversation coming tO/our driver’s feirgt'and' 
open ears, he* turns and says: "Say, boss, do ■you^ 
want a real goodVflirting place? ” . : ^ ^ ■ 

At which 1 gasp in dismay as Mr; C^nmere ! 

^“:Yesr ' ^ J 

"No,” I say hurriedly, "I-*-/ Mt tbe^diiyei'ii^ 
not seem to bear me7 and chirrups to his- hoiM 1 ^ 
snaps his whip, W€ iJasti.a^mss. 
pretijr^Af^ ahd following a fi^jr, gfoOd 
the, -b^ts of,^ Nprtl^;;^er.' i'--/ h. 

: lA'fi^filt *cf us siat 
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tiitWgt Ma&n«as tnl'ieft i^ptc iil the 
‘ ila%i|^ softly aver p^lyte ^sand'; behindair^ 
glimpses of scrubby timber, palmcitd and oak* The 
if^tef.is bite tave where it gleams from the light abov^ 
and -^ibe sand beneath it, Tihe sun. wanus the fresh 
sea* breeee' coming tn from the Atlantic to a [^rfedt 
temperature* ■ Altogether, it is a Florida heach, 
FIbrida sky and a- Florida^day in Spring—which 
’ jnemns the poetry of the frppks without its heat * 
"By Jove!'^ remarfsJd^^ Cfarimerc, *^thh beats all 
the BouLognes and BrigStons of old Eyope*” 

A minute after our carriage has stopped and lie 
helps me out. We stroll over the sea sand to the rip¬ 
pling wwters, Were i alone I should take dff my shoes 
said stockingwand splash through the soft waves. 

it is I sit down and pl^ with the satid^^my gentle¬ 
man makiif^ a* tent over me, as he calls it, with my 
sunshade, whicli he ^ects, piling the white sand around 
handle, « 

* ' Here be enjo}^ another ci^^r, and It seems to make 
v^na. l^oth reminiscent and romandc. He gets to giving 
me some glimpses of his past lire. Is it with premedi- 
, tation ? , * 

, "f tns comes afiout by a suggestion I make concern- 
ing Jonas: "I warn you/' I jay, for I feel rather 
aony for the poor innocetit feJlow who has been done 
by; American shrewdness-^"! warn you against Mr* 
Bipley. He ts a very talented business man/* 

remarks Mn Cra«niere* *Tyc had one 
pealing '^h him* . 

ffAad.he has taken advantage of you ?" I say impul- 


-j 


/\r?fl'handhr-se^ how l answers’between the puffs ^ 
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VDid he ? " answers Cratimere* * ^Perhaps he did— 
what he thought was the market* Somehow you know 
at times 1 seem to have some business instincts in me, 
though where 1 got them from Got! knows* Not surely 
from my governor*'* 

Here he givesa kind of wince, then conltnues: 
“Though my gpveroor generally holds his uw'n* 
has with mi pretty well <ihvays* I say* fancy a father 
getting the* mother*s joinUK^e opt of—" Imt lie stops 
himself and adds: “VVliat's Jhe good of thinking of 
old times ? Here Tam trying to be a business uian— 
Jhang me if 1 don't believe Fm the only one of ray 
family whoever tried that gainCj though we'yc done 
our share in others—billiards, dicing, baccarat and 
horseflesh**' This sporting enumeration fs rather sadly 
sighed out between wreatlw of blue Hayan;^ smoke?* 

“Yes," I remark, “this must bc^ gr$at change from 
life in London*/' ^ 

“It is. *I3iit lam better here* You sec I am out of 

A 

the way of temptation, don't yerknow ? Fancy a great 
capital with every tradicsman in it conspiring to ruin a 
young fellow*" 

“Conspiring to min a young fsJlow?" I say, 
astonished. 

“Yes; trusting him,* taking his bills, L O. U/s and 
acceptances; giving him rope enough to hang himself* 
By Jove I ” he adds, “many's the bright young life 
Fve seen go out; many's the dashing yoimg blade I've 
know'n come *to grief and drop out of the swim under 

the curse of British credit and'^the English nice course. 

_ *^1 

.There was little Bertie Epsom-Downs, as'dashing a cor¬ 
net as ever rode to St. James in the Blues; and Cap¬ 
tain I'errars, of Ours, both front down ^ter the Derby 
and the Oaks. Little Epsom-Downs sold his coratpisn^ 
sipn and is now oti*a cattle ranch In Manitoba I believe; 
Ferrarsblew out his brains, but there was a. woftwoi 

1 I dr H - d ' 1 ' Jr* I al I r ^ ^ 
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connected with his case; that always complicates mat> 
ters, don’t you see ? It was the same year I went-'* 
This*ifi said with a melancholy sigh. • 

You went ? 

*^YeSt went out of the* swim—resigned. But I 
stood out until the St. Lcger; th§t was too much 
forme. If Ladybird had not'come in seconti—he 
rhutters with a snap of bis jaw* 

** But your father ^ 

“OhI the governor• 

“-Why didn't you asE him to help you out 
At this he gives a shriek of jeenh^aughter that 
Tiorrifies me, then mutters sardonically: “You doift 
know fhe old boyt*’ • 

In my mind is the thought: “ What prescription can 
d«^ him good?’* With a^start I remember the only 
prescription fhat ever effects a cure in such cases as 
his is an Amencan*heiress I 

Somehow or other this thought seems to^gel into his 
mind too* He mutters: “Yes^ T know what you're 
thinking of. Why did 1 not make a rich marriage^ or 
something of that sort? That's w^hat the governor 
suggested. There w'as a cotton spinner’s daughter— 
but 1 couldn't do itf I thought 1 would try and see if 
1 couldn’t become a business mam Business men 
make such jolly fortunes sometimes, don’t yer know?** 
“Yes,” I remark, “such men as Mr* Ripley, wlio 
knows the price of w'hat he buys and sells—Chloral 
Hy-Hydrate, far instance." 

1 dou’f know whether T have the name of the drug 
right, but Mr* Craumere seems to understand me for 
he laughs: “I say; don't sneer at me until you know— 
and don't talk about it . I don't want to think of Eng- 

i 

land and home now* In fact, I'm mighty glad I did 
tAke a cropper on the St. Lcgcn I’m very happy Lady¬ 
bird did come in second* Otherwise 1 wouldn't be 






IjnngT in this sand at your feet, aDtf*^iui loot big 
Miss Evie,” (he has got to calling me Miss EVte 
though in a very respectful way), "Do you 
he adds, dreamily, "that I would sooner lie in"the 
sand at your pretty feet t^an do anything else/Just at 
present ? ** 

His ^onversati&n is becoming personal. 1 rise and 
say: "It's time to go home." ‘ 

As I look aboutj I start in astonishment. It /f rime 
to go home!' ^ ^ ^ 

The sun is sinking, the tide is coming in, 1 think I 
hear the voicf zt the hackdriver hallowing to us from 
carriage on the distant roadj Is it io warning? 

Good heavens, tt is ! 

I grow pale, the horror of the thing 14 so tremen¬ 
dous, I gasp in fright. Myriads of tarantulas ^re 
crawling about us, " 

I scream, “Scorpions—scoqiionsp-by the millions^ 
my God! we are lost!" 

With a btfund Mr. Cranmere is up. Then, he falls 
back—with horror, I think, A second later I discover 
that he is rolling ovei^^ in convulsions of laugliter.., 
“Forgive me please,—they're, they're only fiddler-^' 
crabs. Have you never seen any—an^ of the little ’ 
beggars before?" he guffaws, 

“ Fiddler-crabs? ■' I ^sp, 

“ Yes, scorpions! " and he bursts into lapghter a^n. 
Fiddler-crabs! 1 am so angry with myaelf-^-^th 
him, that I stride away, careless now of ftildlerHiraBS'' 
and crushing them as they wriggle Under my'feet.' I 

4 1. ■ ■ ' J 

don t care. 
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WQtddn^t dq anything* to hurt your fecUngs for* the 
■world," he whispers* “I had sooner be stung^ to 
death^by fiddler-crabs—f—” ^ 

But there is something in my eye that makes him stop 
this and say plaintively; "Forgive me! You know, 

Mi/^Evle-* 

“Let me go!" 

%^"Not until you forgive me/* 

Somehow I think he l^es to hold my hand* But he^ 
sha*n't, therefore I foggivtf hii^ very quickljr. 

Then we walk along ^gether over the sand, I show¬ 
ing liiy fearless anej^esperate nature 4|^rusbing two 
jsr^three fiddlers vindictively with my nice Frenchj 
walking boots, which apparently are not the thing lor 
this kind of work, 

What*s tSe mattor? " he asks, noticing that I limp, 
tired I” 

the sand—(he sand in my walking boots/* 
"There! didn*t I*teil you y ou*d better have worn 
the—the souvenirs?” he laugb^f" Take tifem off and 
shake the sand out* Stay, Til do it for you,” 

"Never!” I cry, and strl^ desperately on, A 
minute after 1 give a ^asp of despair. 1 ■will have to 
take them off,*! will ^ven have to take off my stock¬ 
ings; the water, at low tide unnoticed In a little creek, 
has come rapidly in. There are fifty yards of wading 
between us and the carriage, 

"Hold up a minute, Miss Evie/* says Cranmere; 
then he calls to the driver: "Sambo, bring your car¬ 


riage and horses over heijp, the water*s only a foot deep !*' 
"CanVdo i^ boss/' answers the darkey, "Can't 
get down off‘the road.” 

Can't you for a dollar? ” 

‘ Z'^Coul^pSTTiohow!”' ^ 

Cranmere doesn't raise his bid. He simply ^ 
Iboks atme and mutters* " I say, do yer mind?/- 
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I see carrj^-you-across in hU eyt^ and answer 
biushingly: ‘*No, not verynuich, if—if yon don't drop 


me. 


1 haven't time to say more; even as I speak I find 
quinine makes a man ^ry strong. My escort;^has 
picked me up daftly and is wading with me recklessly 
throujjv' thti w'tter. '* Somehow he holds me very 
f’glu. One of my arms ^las to go round his neck, * 

■* The next second I give a sljrTt;k—'he is in to his knees* 
He has struck a deep ho)t—in ^niither instant the water 
will be at his w*aist^—perhaps hew^ill be swimmingi tjh 
Heavens, m^ ifObr dress! Pooh! Vhat do I carf‘? 1 

I 

Swim like a duck ! If w'e get in deep water I'll let him 
he preperves my life, Romanttc! l>clicririus! 1 
cling ID hfm and murmur faintly Save me, save 
me I’* My check is despjerately near his mus^+#:J?fe, 
He turns his face aw'ayfrom temptation and W'his'/^'rs; 

_ # ’ j 

‘‘Don't fear. It's getting shahowlr now." 

A miniitj after I placed ‘‘dry as a bone," as he 
remarks, on the land. '' 

“If the hole had b^en over your head," I laug^, 
“that vvould have giwn you a chance to play the 

hero and swim with me." • « 

% * 

“ I couldn't have swum w’iih yo^i," he says. 

“ Why not f Are you not a swimmer ?" 

“Oh yes, but you hugged me too tight! " 

I give an abashed “ 0-fmgh f" and rtn to the car¬ 


riage* 

However, he was very nice* He^could have kissed 
me, but he didn’t — though f believe he \^puld liave 
liked—Ah! what am I thinking abci^t^? We must 
get home, he'll take cold. Somehow I m-e got to 
taking care of him. , * , ' 

“ Keep away from from me or you'll geV'^^xt," he 
laughs as he springs after me into the victoriai, ‘ * 

“Say, boss, yo'll spUe the carriage cushions. If 
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yo'd offered me five dollars Td have driven over and 
brongfht yo'* 1 thoughL*' says the driver patheticaSly^ 
'*ihaf ef yo' didn't.raise the ant<^thc young lady 
would* I didn't know she'd 7i*a/rf to be carried/' 
yCict us to the hotel as s^oii as possible,” says Mr. 
CfSnmere sharply^ “Otherwise InOjiiy forget to give 
^Li a dollar.” *^1 ^ 

This is very nice of him, driver seems to bell 

philosopher who will biffig confusion upon^me. Notinf^, 
this\^niy escort docs gd the*talking, telling me th^ 
he \t\s no fear of Ukjng cold, that miminc is the beS 
wen live of that; he ^vill take anolKtr powder as 
soon as he gets to the San Marco. • 

A few tniiiuies after w^e are nearing m^hotcl, and i 
fhank him fdt a delightful day* 

glad you enjoyed he says vivaciously, then 
ajJJlS rather sjdly: *' I'll hardly have another whole 
day to mystlf in'^t, Augustine* Tve got to work 
now—must get through my inycoLigaticm that coca- 
plum business, 

But you'll not be engaged ^// day ?” T suggest. 

No, rii be free to-morrovrevening/' 

Very well^come over and dine with us to-morrow*'^ 
“Thanks, awfuilf ■’ 

Here the carriage stops in Jhe driveway under the 
liotol. Our Jehu has had sense enough to avoid the 
front entrantfcj which w’ould necessitate a walk through 
the c<Jiirtyard, w*hich w'ould have been embarrassing, 
as my plumes a^c somcw'hat ruffled, ^nd Mr* Cran- 
mere's \^ding busiiies/has made the lower portion of 
his costunj^rnfertainly disreputable, as he is a mass of 
salt water, dried mud and sea sand. 

Not-w^iths:tandir>g his -guise, after he has assisted 
pje the carriage my Briton would apparently es¬ 
cort hi^to the crow^led rotunda to leave me in form at 


(i 


t i 


the qlevator; but 1 pause on the stair to prevent tliia,- 

him. , 
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Now go home at once/' I sAy, ^‘lite a good 
and change your clothes.*' 

Something inWiy tone se^"s to please hin^ ' He 
murmurs with sentiment; “Just fancy! Our first 
whole day t&getktrf” Porhaps something in my^toes 
encourages him ;^e goes on eagerly: *' Give mesomcr 
thing fc rememtpr it £y. ” gr 

“ A souvenir, like your boots ? *' I lau|fh, 

“Yes, those orange bloasdhij you cany in your 
hand*” For I still have witji me the branch^ of 
orange flowersI brought fron\the San Sebastian 
gjrove. ^ 

“Tate thjam! ” His hand meets mine as *I give 
them to him. He holds both my lingers and the 
branches of white feathery blossoms, very tight. . 

“Do you know,” he whispers, “ychi would 
awfully fetching with a wreath of those 6n your head/^ 
“Kost girls do,” 1 say nervoifely- “Good-bye!*' 
and run up the stairs* 

At tlie top 1 gaze back* He seems crestfallen, f 
can't help it—I throw fijm a kiss. Did some demon 
get into my head f It will be all over thj hotel. The 
strong'ininded Miss Parkins and her severe friend of 
the railroad arc looking at me* 

“ Did you ever ? " remarks Miss Parkins severely, 
“No, 1 never! ** says the other lady* * 

I don't ask them what their ambiguous broken sen¬ 
tences mean, I know! The hotel will ring with it* 
Then I think of Mrs* Armkage* * She roust have 
been anjiious about me. Conscience seq^Jcs in^. T go 
at once to her parlor. There I find mj^haperonc 
and, as unpropitious fate wiU have it, Mirabellt and' 
Mr, Ripley. At my entry Mrs* Armiuge spring up 
with a cry of relief* ‘ 

“I have been inquiring every^riiere for yob/*, 
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“It, yM -Mt returned fionn, Evief' I> 
Wave consulted’the police.., You were jict.^:- 
hr^kf^t, you were nof at lunch, ■)cpn have -almost 

*i«ed dinner. Where have you been,? '* 

.‘‘l^tty nearly everywhere^" I say, and give them a 
short account of nvy 'wanderings about the suburbs of. 
StL' Augustine. My adventures do nOi seem to please . 

OMy of them. 

• Mrs.’ Armitai^ says in .a shocked tone: “ My dear, , 
1 am s^'frvy you went with* only one gentleman. "You 
know'I don’t give you m? advice often, but you arc very 
dear to me. As yopr poor mother's oc;vin and most 
.intimate friend, I must tell you such excursions are, 
unwise. . Besides, you know so very Uttle.about Mr. 

'Cr^mere." ^ „ 

.K VI reckon she knows a good deal by this time^ 

suggests Mirabttllc^ innocently. 

At this Mr. Jonas ^ives a snicker of rage, and asks 
sarcastically: “Miria; you wouldn’t have dared to do 

such a thing? ” * . 

“ La! ’’ cries Mine, who is as spoiled as any cluld m 

the world, “I expect ma would^ave spanked me." 

This is a blow at my dignity. It insinuates that I 
need cotrc^Bofr. Bjjt 1 crush her. ‘‘Doubtless a 
childlike you would have been,” I say. With this, I 
remark to Mrs. Armitage that I don’t feel np to the 
general diningroom, and will take a quiet dinner in 
my a\rh room. 

“You are not ill, I hope. Can’t I do anything for 
' -yop?is 5hat lady’s motherly suggestion.* 

■. “No, i'ln tired, that’s alk’* 

And won't be over this evening," reidarks 
' SUmbelie, “ Bet she knows Ae’r not coming." This 
: idea maices Jonas gr^ hiS teeth-^at is my one con^ 

: ■ 4 jjp luvfl-Aqm**. ;di? 







not Elis€ discover a live fiddler tn^he folds-^pf 

go into French convulsions of terror, at I' 

burst into laughter. 

Having eaten,"! work on this journal of mirte; but 
going over the day's scenes seems to excite mt* 
I get to having rubbishy/ romantic, school-girl notions. 


After this, during my stay in Florida I tiball merely 
note Ihe more marked happenings pertaining to n)y 
history. 

My adventures seem to,, have got into my head. 
Shall I dream to-niglit?' o 


CHAPTER IV. 

H 

. ' MISS WKBSTKR, 

Sf. 4^usii5tiite, J/itfoi 2d, 

Idl'rfdream! 

i" ^ 

I dreamt of the fiddlers, alst,^ of his carrying me 
across the* creek in his arms. He wasn't so good in 
my dreams as in reality, for when my check ivas 
temptingly near his i^ustache he—he kissed me; and 
I—I was not so very angry; but dreams go by 
contraries^ you knowr. should have l^eii indignatiL 

I go down to breakfast in pretty good spirits, ^ The 
rest of our party are Jicrc dallying with oranges and 
waiting for me. 

Mrs- Armitage has something on hfer mind. She 
says: ‘^Evie, MirabcHe and myself are going to 
Tampa the day after to-morrow. . We leave on the 
early train. I shall take you ivith me/' 

"Very well/^ I assent, though 1 guess th« reason- 
My chaperone has become anxious for'me; she fears 
the British Bugaboo will dewour the heiress; she wishes 
to remove me from the presence of the gentjena^n of 
the quinine powders. This_ projected move docsrf'fc 


i 
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ds inucSTas atie hav^ 

wiU^ve to go, to Tampa shortly to 
coC^^ptum, at least he has hlbted it to me. 
acquiesceoce rather surprises Mrs. Armitage, who tells 
me 1 am a good girl. 

In some way to-^day is not exactly like yesterday* The 


place seems to me dull. Mr, Ripley tries to make 
himself agreeable^ and I attempt to make myself 'endur* 
*ing of him; but find it impossible. Heroes sulkily 
away to billiards or b^wliig or some other* mascuHne 
amusement. * 


Left alone on the veranda J would read the New 
York but Mirabelle comes dancing to me. 

1 am gather surprised at this, for Miss Armitage 
seldom puts herself m h^idetice unless there*^are gentle¬ 
men' about, ^he settfs herself by me and whispers: 
“So you sent pppr Jonas away agjiJH. Why don’t you 
make him happy—poor Mr. Ripley?" 

“Good gracious!* what are you ^talking about^ 
Mine?" I sty, petulantly. Then I add, sarcastically t 
'* Wouldn't it be fine; two patent medicines joined in 

■t 

holy wedlock? In Manhattan aociety I am sometimes 
called Miss PiUs. Wedded to Mr. Ripley, I should be 


sneered at as Ws. Liniment, nde Pills! ” Whereupon I 
laugh bitterly, visions of New York social snubscoming 
into my mind, and remark: “ Idiave ambitions! " 

Here her manner astonishes me. The child says: 
“Vou're a d^ep one! You're a finesser, that's what 
you are!’^ " 

, '“What do you mean? " J ask, angrily, # 

“ Youkjnow 'what 1 mean-^Mr, Cranmere,^' she pouts. 


“ Well, what about him? " 

“ Oh^ I suppose you had a pleasant time yesterday, 
didn’t you? CN-ange groT^js, ch? Sand beach— 

■ r then?;V 

a w that’s all! Erie, at school 



'■f^^iis'' . '-f;..: . : .’ ■ . • ‘ : •;■■;:■■. ■/ ■: 

thought you over cute^ but qowyl thiiilt yotfre 
.^^belard «&d l .have beeii having ^ 
tolk about yoiL " And she laughs a"curious leytgh 'of 
insinuation. \ 




“Stop talking nonsenseT" I say, “^Vhat book are 
you reading? " for she has a red-bound voliime in her 
hand.^ * . . 


“OHj Debrett’s Peerage/' she answers carele^yL 
“ You know weVe going to Europe soon, and I think jf 
will be welt to be posted^ Hafven't you read it? Woi^ldn't 
you like to marry an earl or a duke, and crush out your 
New York snubbers? 


^ “Poohr 1 reply, “what chance is there of my 
meeting ai) earl or a duke ? ** Tiien 1 say bitterly i 
“ I don't think my father or Seraphi^ will rvtr get 
away from business to take me to Europe," 1 

“So the earl or duke ^ilt have to •come to you/-' 
she laughs. “And you haven’t neadtbis book ?" she 


asks, looking me full in theface*with her frank blue 
eyes; next cries: “ Evie,,you're the bigges^goose or the 
sharpest hawk that flics r* * 


Then she runs away laughing like a child; but I think 
it is a bitter laugh, and wonder what infantile idea was 
in her blonde head; but then, no , 0 £ie^^ ever telfas' 
they look into fine's frank eyes what she does mean*'^ 
Sometimes she talks 'like the Oracle of Delphi or^ 
Cumaan sibyl, sometimes 4ike the d^g^ter of a Chi* 
cago Beef Trust man—what she really is. 


Pondering on this, my glance rests on the paper in 
my lap; cxcU^ment comes townie; b little apfte upon 
drags puts rapture into my eouLIt ia quSiij^ 
the European e'di^n,. 1 am .fO 'ha^y; isn't 
talented 7 He ^ a business man.- T 
Anned wkh the.^ani^ d^milrelp. tato 

to S«ninelev:^s^^blell;^fo^’pF^^;c^ 
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\ l^pleyA fitesik upon 

'^y^ t just b66n down to the San Marca'tim 

your quinine fiend again/* / 

;’v VBo you mean Mr. Cranmere,^^ I return blandly^ 
** by another chloral contract ? *' ► Then I produce the 
Mtraid^ and read for Jonas's benefit the followings 

! 

DRUGS. ‘ By Conunemial Cmblc. OwJfi^ to the iiicrcai»ed 
■^qoiput of tlie new Gennan labaratone* controlled by Pinlc, 
White &^Ca.f and the suhttiiftition for Jt af certain ennUUr 
products the price of chloralil^as falAa eighteen pence & pound, 
These quoLationtt have been followed by the New York market, 
which has fallen ihirty-lhrec cents to^ay, with at prospect of 
stllJ lower rates," 

A smothered titter from Mine and a ■^mother^ 
imprecation from Jonas interrupt me. 

Then I sneer: “ Th^ British ignoramus, cdmiug over 
here to <*? Amertcan business men I'’ 

** Probably Pink, White & Co. vriU discharge poor 
Mr, Cranmere," suggests Mirabelie in rdguish glee. 

But Mr. fapley doesn't wait for any more such 
flnggestions, and leaves the lunch table, though I do'^’t 
think his appetite is entirely appeased, except for 

chloral. , - - ‘ 

i^.Even Mrs. .jAmltage cannot refrain from a siiiile, 
though she says deprecatingly: ’ “Why do you 
gifts te^&e Mr. Ripley ? You know, Evie, he's devoted 

to,you/*; ' ■ 

“Yes,*' I remark savagely, “likethe Ho' is to the 

\ /VWhioh is the lamb? r titters Mirle/at Which We afl, 

tk%t advauta^ of \^erybbd^s good; 
J^v^ar- to ask ’ Mrfe * Armlta^ to tell the waiter 
■ ^ ' ?in ^ditioesa ^air it <idf teile/ 
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Jonas, so Ripky can do him on another drug contract ^ 
A good deal of the afternoon I devote to arranging 
1 ^ toilet for the evening. 

As I am about to descend a bdl boy bringtto my 
room an exquisite bunch of violets, and scribbled on 
a card is the first note fr<5m him. It says: ** In return 
the orange blossom souvenir”' 

ThVir color suits my costiiine. When J appear 
robed for dinner I am wearing violets—but oh, laws— 
Mine! 

She must have devoted a gqp3 deal of her afternoon 
to her toilet also^ and with success. Such a daring yet 
simple thing, made by some artist'in children’s dresses 
'I should suppose; for the frock is cut, as Jonas 
chuckles to me, ‘‘in a kind of nursery abandoh/' 

It is a mass of baby eifects in the lightest chiffon and 
daintiest laces; from it, her snowy arms and shoulders 
gleam in infantile simplicity. 

Above all, with elfish deftness, Mirabelle has com- 
posed her^face for the costume, and her eyes have a 
childish, trusting, conveht look in them. 

But the whole thir^ is marvelously becoming, afld 
Miss Armitage would look a girl of twelve were it not 
for her exquisitely proportioned figure,^ 

Having adopted the frock this evening, Mine appar- 
erttly tntends to play the role of the innocent, in¬ 
genuous infant With Mr, Cranmere’s arrival for din¬ 
ner, in his usual iminaculate evening dress, this becomes 
more marked. 

- **D^ar m%mm^ likes me to be ^ child, you know,” 

she prattles to the Engli^ihniaR, and takes bjr mother h 
hand with affected bashfulncss to go in to dinner^ 

, Here the chit drops into such a chair that Mn Cran-< 
mere is obliged to seat, himself beside her and 
facing me. This places- him next to Jonas, who ap¬ 
parently doesn't like the arrangement, but is cdmpell^ 
by very shame to take his seat near the Englishman^ 




Thh crafty arrangemeiit of Miss Mirabelle forc^ m£ 
to Jonas, and that gentleman and 1 go through the 
meal contiguously, on the armed neutrality princip^ 
This gives me ample opportunity for watching, the in¬ 
nocent child seated {ipposite to me, w'ho now appar* 
ently has thought for nothiug hut Mn Cranmere, 

She follows his tales of foreign countries, her frank, 
blue eyes open to their fullest expanse, fixed upcjn hUr 
5he forgets to eat sweetbreads, a dish to which I know 
the little gourmand is devoted, in the intensity of 
her interest in his n^fgratives,# and tells him so very 
craftily* 

‘*Oh heavens, mamma! ’* she Exclaims, they 
have taken away iny sweetbread and 1 haven't eaten a bit* 
of it. Oh, Mn Cranmere, don't make yourself s& enter¬ 
taining. Please let me eat a little—just a little 1 Just 
give a poor starving ditild a^chance at the duck, won’t 
you* Don't make me laugh any morel I know it was 
awfully funny when Maddox, your valet, insisted on 
your wearing full dress to the Queen*of the Congo- 
Bushmen's fete, and they insisted upon yoilr removing 
every stitch of it so as to be in full court costume. 
Mamma, don't you think Tm too young to hear such 
stories!Here she droops her eyes bashfully, 
and with pretty blushes devotes herself to her breast of 
canvas-back for about two minutes; then looks at Cran- 
mere with open eyes, claps her hands and cries, in 
childish glee: • ^'Tell us another I” 

Such remarks as these, interspersed by Cranmere's 
excited “Ctod bless my souls,” and say, now, draw 
it mild, won't yous,"and “ Thanks awfullys! ” set us 
all laughing, at which Mlrie looks at ns blushingly, 

^ then puts her head in her mother's lap. 

But she plays her part very efTectively, and looks 
charmingly naive and innocent while she Is doing, iti 
and gets in such fetching, strokes under the guise of the 
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playful liberties of childhood, that I wonder if Mr. Cran^ 
mere will be caught by the pretty nymph. 

Taking advantage of the role she has assumed, 0«r 
coffee js hardly finished when Mine seues the fioglish- 
man's arm^ and murmurs blushingly, Mr. Cranmere 
and I are going to the veranda! " 

‘‘Will you let m<S smoke? ” lie says, grinning at her 
petite affectation. 

*^Oh, I love cigars! I'll light one for you. tJb 
you know, I smoked at board,—she checks herself 
here^ and 1 sneer as I see shefias overplayed her part. 
Mr. Cranmere .looks at her astonished^then disdiu- 
sionized as he follows her to the veranda. 

To the same flp<»t Jonas removes himself also for 
his cigar and we walk after him—that is, Mrs. Armitage 
does. I stroll out by myself and sit a little way from 
the party. , 

Here 1 note that Mr. Craameic is devoting most of 
his time to his cigar and very little of it to Mirie, who 
«riV/ be noticed. ‘'Wouldn't you like to dance?" she 
laughs, for the band is playing in the rotunda. “ Isn't 
it the poetry of motioR?" 

Thereupon she takes a few steps before him in childish 
glee. But he not seeming to notices this much, she 
goes to romping''with Abelard, who, dodging waiters 
and hotel officials, has joined his mistress on the 
veranda, * 

With this uncanny creature she mates some very 
pretty pictures, grouping herself with tlie caniche 
as she caresses him and “ Showing her lovely ankles like 
a saint! " as Miss Parkins, who Sits n^r me, remarks 
spitefully. For Mirabel!e's modiste, when ho mad^ the ^ 
baby dfess, made it thoroughly baby and did not Iosif 
his chattce of giving display to her wonderful^ pretty 
feet^ and —shall 1 say it—^yes, 1 will—legs! ^ ' 

Noting Cranmere’s defc^on, tiut gentleman havitig 
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, ttken Advantage of Mirie'^ devotion to Her ]>oodle and 
drawn his chair beside mine, she suddenly prattles: 

** Oh, ^amma, why am I such a child? " And fondles 
her mother who, looking helplessly about, whines: 
“Good heavens, Mine, what"ai?i I to do with you? 

To this plaint of Mnt Armitage, Cranmere whispers 
In my ear: “ I say, if she'd take my advice she’d get a 
^ tight governess for that ballet baby, that’s what she’d 
*do.’' ^ . 

Ob, if Mirabelle could hear Him! “ Ballet baby! 

' “I wonder if wecouldn^t get away from this crowd," 
he remarks quietly. 

Of this 1 see no chance; Mirie has her eyes on us, 

I know tb-night she will haunt Mr, Cranmere, 
Fortunately* Mm Mirabelle’s own arts and graces 
defeat her ends. Two chappy young gentlemen from 
New York—H^old ^Thomerson and Regie Vah 
Katcher—have remarked and been captivated by Mira^ 
belle's affected childhood aud exquisite«poetry of 
motion* These youths sauntei* up to me and beg me for 
imroduction to the object of tl^eTr desires, which I 
quickly accord to them. 

At any othez^^me Miss Armitagc would doubtless be 
delighted by their tribute to her charms. Now she 
gives me a savage giance-»bui 1 know Mr, Cranmere 
and I are free from her this evening, 

Messrs* Thomerson and Van Katcher arc adolescent 
creatures of that new style of fashionable cad who 
take hints, and they dog Miss Mira!>elle about the 
whole even^g, over the veranda, around the pafi &—no 
where she wanders to escape them, joHyingher 
^ if she Affects temper, chaffing her delicately about 
w|iat a pretty child she makeut and giving a display 
of brilliant “ up-to-date " wit 
,As 1 turn away I bear young Van Katcher remsrk; 
What A mamma's darling she is^ I iball put on boy^s ^ 
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knickerbockers to-morrow, and then we*il be 
Fauntleroy pair; won't we, Miss Mine?'! * ' 

Mirabcllc's answer I do not catch, but I note as she 
speaks Mr. "Van Kutchcj^' looks angry, then foolish, ■ 
while his companion goes into ecstasies of glee. 

Hwvever, they hold to Mirie like glue, and a little 
later in the evening somehow a palm tree finds us sit¬ 
ting under it in the garden. I don't raean cr/S of us^ * 
only Mr. Cranmcrc and^mys^lf. ^ 

Those violets are awfully good of you, Miss Evie/’ 
he says, looking at me quite rapturously. ** I wonder 
how it is you always contrive to look so—" 

**So unlike the black beauties of the Queen of the 
Congous court,” 1 laugh. **That's not^astonishing, 1 
am a Saxon." 

‘*No, I don't moan exactly that, I ftiean those vio¬ 
lets become you; awfully good of you to wear them." 

** Would yoiT appreciate an Indian gift? " I suggest. 

** Ves, ftom jw." , 

He looks so pleased that I adorn his buttonhole wi^h 
a few of the violets hS has sent me. 

Then we have a very nice hour or two—1 think, 
for the clock is striking eleven as he*rises to go, and 
makes one of his stupid British buHs. 

He says; “I expefct to have an awfully busy day 
of it to-morrow—coca-plum and appointment about a 
sponge contract in Key West. But I hope to turn up 
some time in the evening." 

“Very w'ell, come when yon pleAse,” I return in my 
most indlEerent voice. I am nol altogetHicr satisfied ' 
with being made second to business at a watering 
place—at anywhere! ^ 

“ You—you are not annoyed with me ?" he mutterst 
'‘Annoyed? Why should the My tone, 

though questioning, is savage. - 

“ Well, I—1 didn't know-^yqu deuced angry,. 
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/^bn^inj. l*draw my rocking^ cbair under the proper* 
idcus of the electric lights, the exact glow to tmng 
Dut in poetic gleam my white arms and ivory shoulder^ 
My e 3 ''es look at him with intctitionf my voice is 
low and soft. 1 try to intoxicate him* I believe 1 
^cceed. ’ • 

He becomes happy* His eyes meet mine with a 
■ radiance that is not quinine* If I didn't stay him he 
would say somethingjivildy but I am still mistress of 
myself and of the arts^of'society enough Lc stop him 
at the proper moment—here in this crowd, with Mirte 
and Jonas almost within earshot, it would have been 
too embarrassing* What would I have answered him—^ 
I can't tell, and yet I know I am not flirting with 
him. * . 

He rises to go, and w’hi^ers: "T say^, will you do 
me a great favor? 


“What?"^ * 

■*Come down and see Fort Marion with to-morrow 
morning? You know I'm going away the day after*” 
He is going away the day aft«r! If 1 don't accept 
his invitation perhaps will. I sei^e it! ‘*With 
pleasure,” 1 

“ Meet me at S^cTclock in the rotunda—the—ah-— 
usual place* Will you have braakfast with me? ” 

If 1 don't accept his invitation to breakfast; perhaps 
may*, “r will/' I answer, very cordially, 

‘*You have quite jollied me up,** he laughs, ‘*1 m 
almost irfirough with my investigation of4he coca^plum 
business ktere* ^ I can have a morning off again*” 

Is he a hypocrite? If so he is the most consummate 
one I ever met, and has tfip strategy of old Ovid. He 
. . brings*up Miss IVebster A/Vj«rir(/'* ^ 

Just as he is bidding me good-bye he breaks out in 
’ his disconnected English way that I hate: “By the by, 
*l.^y,‘did you see that—et—-article in the Jackson*. 
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viJle Statesman f Rather good joke, wasiTt it, about 
Miss Webster? Curious birds, the^e American ne#R-.. 
paperft, don*t yer know! Very glad lo see you haven't'^ 
been cut up about it*' 

Glad I wasn*t cut up * about itl Of course after 
that I can never mention Mi^s Webster's name to him- 
I would puJl my tongue out first 

Good-night," he adds, seeing I do ngt answer- 
“Awfully jolly evening. ' Something to tell you to-mor¬ 
row mornirig.” . * ' 

He squeezes my hand. Oh, goodness, I retitm it! 
Then he goes away, apparently very jolly aad very 
Jiappy, What bad taste to mention her! Almost as 
bad as the article in the Statesman 

What is he going to tell ntc to-moraow morning? 
To-morrow morning he shall foiTget that that girl at*" 
the San Marco exists. * * 

* 

I watch him as he moves along the veranda. Pretty 
Mirabelle in her-toileL^je-rawi/f delkoisdk tries to c%tch 
his attention, but he docs^not sea ber- 

Pooh! It is not Mirabellc I fear; it is—^h,* 
heavens and earth, that I should fear anybody! What 
misery—what humiliation! ^ ^ 

Blushing at my own thoughts, J rise to fly from 
them! 

* 4 

I go up to my room to write this in my memoirt, 1 
don^t know how to spell a word Ill look it up. 

The dictionary is in my hand. On it 1 read 
Webster! 

, *■ 

It goes lo the other end of the room! 

' Then I have a night of jt. 
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CHAPTER V, 

HAVE WHITTEN TO YER GOVERNOR!*' 

St, Augustt/Uj Mar^h 4th^ ^^4* 

1 AWAKE from horrid dreams to asfonish Etiac; again, 
by making her dreas me at 7 : 30 * 1 am probably 

unusually ICRigent in regard to my toilet. My maid 
seetns stupid, , • 

And yet my costume' ib fimpltcity itself. Just a 
plain white mublJn gown, spotless aa mountain snow; 
just two pink blush roses; just one broad aaurc flatiz]^ 
sash found my hthe waist; just two of the prettiest tit¬ 
tle piquant French bottines; just two laced and broid- 
ered—but 1 *am becoming as diffuse in details as if I 
were a i^oman's dress reformer—just snowy ruffled 
skirts and flounces; just silken hosiery to match my 
scarf; just a sunhat Leghorn, soft, big and ribboney 
and a sunshade gigantic enough for an anmy tent, of 
white gleaming satin and draped by blue satin bow— 
£nd I go down^ • 

The thing effective, I know. As 1 enter the 
rotunda the head clerk, who is just getting to his mom- 
mg*s work in the offiefe, emits under his breath ,41 startled: 

Gee Whir!*' and he sees many wondrously beauti¬ 
ful toilets in a Sl Augusltne season. 

Mr^ Cranmdte has again paid me the compliment of 
being before his lime. He is waiting for me. 1 think 
;my get‘Up takes his tongue out of hinr. He simply 
Uookaatme and gasps: ‘^Thanks, awfully!" 

Sut I can talk for two. As I look at him I per^ 
Viceivc before me a triumph over the girl I dreamed 
p about " Let's run akmgt" 1 say ^lightly, “to break- 
Tast.” ’ ' 

**Tlwinke^ awfully! ^ 
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J.*Have you taken your quinine this mommg} *' I 
li&gh, ‘^You seem so quiet,” 

^‘Quiet?” His eyes bia^e up excitedly. Then he 
says, determination in his voice; “If Fd known you'd 
look like this J'd ha^'^e cut down my ration* YouTe— 
you're so exhilarating and breezy,” 

By this time are in the Alcazar restaurant. Here 
I find as pretty a breakfast as the one of three days 
ago, only there is a beautiful bunch of frpsh violets. 


the dew still on them, upon my plate. 

For some reason wc ^lon't talk much, which is cun* 
dus, as we don't eat much either—at least I don't. 
After a little^ he says; “Let's" get down in Fort 
^Marion and catch the sea breeze before the sun gets 
up/' 


“No fear of my complexion,” I laugh, and shake 
out my sunshade in all its ^gleaihing white satin glory 
as we leave the Alcazar, arid crossing \he Plaza stroll 
to St,, George Street and along that little, nar- 


row, old-fashiohed, medimvar thoroughfare through the 
city gate—the last relic of a walled town in the United 
States—then by the idiel! road past the San Marco^ 
to Bay Street and the sea wall. Here, crossing 
over the moat to the barbican, we ^reach another 


bridge, which takes us into the old Fort built by the 
Spanish king '^Fttnando Sexto” I'his I note from t}ie 
inscription over the gate which is joined with the arms 
of Spain, * - 

However, the'';Spaniards have all gone away—^yfiats 
ago, I beliejre; now a few of Uncle Sam's soldiers 
occupy the works, one of whom volunteers as our guide 
and shows us through the casemates, * ’ ■ ; ' 

■ say, let's go up to the platform and eiyoy thc 
real beauties of the place—the view. from the batt^rY? 
That seiotry-box up there in the corner of the 
Mr.' Cranmerc indicates this, by a wavehis hand 
the coolest place in SL Augustine/' / 


^ * 
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^*:\Vhat you guess that? " I questio^i* = 

, “ Oh, bless you! Tran all over the place yestcntej^ 
Teturns Mr*. Ctanmerej *‘and know the points of it 
p^tty well." 

r This ^confession makes me desperate. Sh£^ doubtless, 
ran all over the place with^im. However, he shall 


sec that I can do as beautiful ruin-climbing as the Web¬ 
ster girL IVe got exactly the costume for it, and 
have done,picnic acrobatics before. Therefore, with 
* fairy feet I skip up the winding incline ahead of him to 
reach the parapet and*get ^he ^iew, that we have really 
come for. 


Right in front of* me, blue as cobSllt, is Matarzas 
Inlet dashing straight in from the ocean through two' 
narrow sandspits ; beyond the Atlantic tossing in lazy 
tropic grandeur goes to the horizon, unbroken save by 
the distant smoke of passing New Orleans steamer* 
At my very feet washing the coquina walls of the bat- 
tcry, the rippling waves of the inlet run north and south 
beti^xen wooded beSches, very blue ^ve where the 
white sand in the shallows makes them gleam tinder the 
brilliant stin. 

As I cry out in rapture at the sight, the breeze flying 
in from the op,en ocean plays about me and tempers 
the sun’s rays* But jt is no gentle zephyr that dallies 
with my white skirts and ruffles my laces, and nearly 
blows me away. With an effort I brace myself against 
and make, I fondly hope, a pretty picture as 1 
^ siand outlined in the breeze like a^dainty, yacht with 
white sails fluttering in the wind, and flags, signals.and. 

■ pennons s^reamiug to the gale* That is what I do, I 
stream to the gdJe* 



Mr, Cramnere gazes at me with a muttered ‘‘By 


.'it of admiration? 


stf^amed in the 



Did she look as well when 
yesterday? . , 


m 
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MOt^itr'anid fitrongirr pufff 
' ■/ With^ a little acr&am 1 ‘gj’fe ■ a ^ hali frightened, chi^ ■ 
skirts, that seem as if they "were blowing from ' 
‘pae. Then -J&oreas tipoii’; my cnormons/aon- ' 

shade and figuratively 1 go to pieces. My ^aittiful^ 
white satin umbrella is just departing upon a balToqfi 
ascent; my hat is already half off my head; my treises . 
are waving in the wind, I myself am staggering and 
reeling ffom the force of the summer cyclone; whenj" 
’With another muttered “By Jove!** Mr Cranmere 
gathers me in—fluttering muslin skirts, floating blue 
ribbons and t^ssed^about chestnut hair With one 
. band he seizes upon the departing aunshadOj the other 
keeps me from falling. , 

** I’ll—I'lt do very well now,* I gasp,^“ if you*ll only, 
take care of that awful sunshade.” This he has, with 
ifian*$ promptitude, immediately furled^ 

' ‘ “You ought to know sufficient about yachting," he 
iaughs, “to ta%:e in salt in a galciof wind.” * 

“ ril—1*4 do very well now,” I stammer blushingiy, 
for bis arm is still around my waist. 

“ I don't think I dwre trust you,” and' in a second 1 
find myself promptly seated in the sentry-box, Mr* 
Cranmere taking post near my feet* :* ^ ■ 

I of course thank him for his'timely aidv He te* / 
' wards, the "soldier fon his attention^:and'that Ebn'i!if \ 
Mars leaves us to buiielves/ ^ , i ; t ■ 

^-.Our eonvei^tioft*^^^ a little becomes persbaaL' ' 

. . ■* - * . - 

He cotamences to talk a^out -himself and''£n^j^nd ^ 
again* “You kaow,*’-M/says, “ I*vb b«ea.ifi"aV^fUl 

. ."a ' ’ ^ . ^r- »■ l-i ’ 

hard luck for or four^ 

'are eioiftbencing t^l^nge with" me.^" 

’V V *^^Yies periiaps you^may an tidmbtll/ih. 
aiicdmit^of youf chlofid contractS'^fr 
ycm‘Mir,;rm"pm ojfr^yorfw-^;^'' 

* * .s&e^e^. 50j " .1. ihoWi^-lib Cmnfdeie; 



J"?'- 


clipping f^cn the JfftV 





TH^. tADles^ 'jV6G£|i^Ai^. 



**Vc 9 , but that w&sn't so very clever of me^* Yom 
see I was better posted than he was, that's all; . But 
I*m awful glad you think that transaction*showed busU 
ness instinct. That's what I've been trying to cultivate 
ever since I gave iip wearing Her Majesty's uniform. 
It's the deuce in all after you've acquired the sporting 
instinct, to get the business instinct."* 

** Is there a difference between them?" I ask/ 
attenaptin^philosophy. ** They are both for gain," 

** Yes, but one trieg fo^ a dead sure thing,^and the 
other is willing lo take chabcef. That's the difference 
between a pillar of commerce anil a ^bookmaker," he 
laughs, then adds rather proudly: *^Vuu know, I am 
commencing to have business instinct very strongly* 
developed in me." 

“ Why ? " rnst, opening my eyes, 

“ Tm cominjncing to ffitfiii of paying my debts. 
Mind you, only to of it, 1 have been calculating 
1 might comprpmls^ with rny Shylocks^if 1 could make 
up iny mind to live in some beastly, oiit;of-tlic-way, 
unhealthy place well located for gathering in tonics, 
fools and balsams, and all tha« kind of tldng, don't 
yer know ? For Nature where she develops disease, 
always iii her* kindly way puts plenty of fipccifics 
for its cure just hand. In the valley of the 
Amazon, where you have no end of fever right upon the. 
mountain slopes, she has planted cinchona; the tree 
under which the chloral snake raises its deadly fangs, 
supports the t^wsning guaco weed, to make its bite 
innoxious, don't yer appreciate ? " • ^ 

. *‘No, I donVappreciate," I siy, 

Has he brought nij here to gabble about phnosophy? 
**Yer don't?” he mutters disappointedly. " Then 
after a little I commenced to divine the drift of, his 
remarks^. I. .wonder/' he says dreamily, ‘'whetb^ 
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any girl iv'OBld love a fellow ciwufcH to nitv olf to the 
Orinoco or t!ic Amazon and spend three orlfotir yhati 
^knocfelng about with him ? ** He Icolc® patfietically at 
me* r>oes he forget that he is talking to the Ueiross df 
Bntger'ri Bile Extermiftalof^ who can support a husband 
where and how bhe pleases? 

the Matter with London or Paris7** 
laugh in the light slang of the day; then go on more 
Bcrioiisly; **A man should not bo above* accepting 
some little favors from his wiffc—and tlmt 1 presimio'' — 
hero my Tone is dlslinctfy moral—^*is the relationship 
you hinted at in regard to the girL” 

Oh^ gracious goodness ! He has given me the start 
of my life. He has said in lits disconnccled, British 
way: “ Yes, that's what I was talking about, a wife; 

—By the by, last night I wrote to your governor, don't 
yerknow?*' • 

**You—you wrote to my fatlier?" I am deathly 
pale as I stammer this out, « .» 

Certainly! Vour father's address is Abner Joel 
Bulger, 47gi Fifth Avenue, New York*'" ^ 

“0-o-oh !" This ifa gasp*of confusion and dismay. 
Slushes Hy over me from head to heel, I cannot look 
him in the face. My manner last nifcht must have 
made him st/r^ of me, J turn my head away and think 
dirtily; ‘^What will papa—what will Serapliia aay?’’ 

Thaugli Mr, Cranotere says nothing I am sure lie h 
gazing at me, I feel his eyes, they tlrUw bnipe to 
them; falteringly, coyly and baUifuHy m a big bluSh I 


look up, * * 

^ Our eyes medt, thclh mine droop, 1 hang tny he^; 
for AS X gate, hU face changes from an aatoni^ed cOn- 
steiTlii^ cannot undcfstand, to jOy, triumph^rt*/ 
Yes, f see it, there, tov^ 1 ' , ' 

T fhink^ 1 ‘heiir him mnmiir; My darling T' , ^ ^ 

1 am blofthiagiy plujrEi^j; with my* U Kalfr' 
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I waj I atn prodding nty projfrctlAg boot Ttfitb il#, 

' tip; bis breath funs my necfc; ooc of hia hanili bad 
' cuptured mioe^ the other b m?ae my wabt—my ear* 

^ are open for his words of lovOp my are waittng for 
: betrothal kisses. * 

When suddenly 1 give tiic start of frightened tnaiden- 
: hood ! **Beg pardon, sir, btit it's twelve o'clock,*youi* 
quinine tiiru'/* comes to me in Maddox's piebeun but 
faithful tones, « 

' *'rhat's'right ^ al^iTways lusik out for your—your 
master/* 1 say with a sickly smile. 

With the snarl of a wild beast, George—that is, Mr. 
Cranmere—bolts his powder, looking the unutterable' 
at his ^alel “Maddu\/’ he says bavageiy, **one 
wbuld think ym kept a Scotland^Yard-eye on me. How 
the deuce did you know I was here ^ ** 

"Well—1—1 bniy guessed it, sir. I knew you were 
down here yesterday'; but i didn't know you were 
accompanied this time, h\r^ Beg pai^onj^ sir,” and 
MaddoXf unable to stand his master's glamig eyesj 
, retires down the ctairs as 4 rise tg go* 

*rhc vaU t didn't know his master was accompanied 
' fAh lime? \Vho*acrcoiiapanied him the ffl/ter time ? 

My voice trembles a little as 1 falter: ‘*Twelvo 
, ©'‘clock! It s* lime for me to return to, the Ponce de 
f*«on to lunrh,” ^nd pass out of the old coquina watch^ 
tower, * 

<*Yer—)er won't stay ?'' he asks, reproachfully* 

**t ran't. Mrs expecting me/' 1 

am the top of the incline now. 

^•yer—ycr no£ 1 hope ? ** bfi atammere* 

**J? With whom?" Though inquicingf ^ 

' Indicate* tern per. ^ 

with Maddox, doa't yer iftouf? He's wi 
tiefstiy inMsxpecte4l i 

^ ^ir'**nfwer to'iJbi# U to sternly Hep iChwm 
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Before 1 reach the lower casemates he is 6y my sipe, 
whispering: **Then 111 go with you* You won^t dehv 
me ^this ? You—you know/* he adds sadly as we stride 
over the enceinte, *"lhat i get out of St. Augustine to* 
morrow.” * 

“l^eave here ?/' Despite myoetf my tone is anxious 

tlQW. ^ 


“Yes, for Soutlicrn Florida, Tatiipa, andjall ihut^ tin 
the coca-plum and sponge business. Go by the early 
train, 1 thought I toUJ^,yuu thaVtwo days ago/* 

“Why^ that’s the train 1 leave by!** I say, excitedly. 
^'Vou?*' 


* *'Yes, Mrs* Armitage takes Mirabel!e and myself 
to Tampa to-morrow morjiing—same train.'” As X 
speak 1 take a snap-shot at his face* Rapture Is on it. 
1 shall call him George from nortr on—in my mind. 

^**l’his is awfully jolly/* *he laughs, ^*Awfully jolly.” 
Tampa Is no end of fun—orange gTOvc*s sandy beaches, 
cocoanuts and sentiment, and all^^hat/* 

Our eye's meet again. Yes, there is sentiment on 
George’s face—therc^ might be passion were this Uie 
p^acc to show it* 

Even as I ga^e blushiiigly on him a group of tourists 
fcitd visitors arc coming into Ih^ Fort, one, a dapper 
young man with snappy eyes and blonde mustache 
whose face seems familiar to me. He looks at me 
khowingly, then at Mr. Cranniere, and ^ smile goes 
over his face* Where have J met him ? As he passes 
J follow hiD\with my eyes. He is taking out a note* 
book, and this gives me a clue. I remember, he is the 
little reporter of.the Jacksonville paper who, *Kfirie says, 
wUl do on u quiet afternoon* 

Just here I forget the newspaper man* 1. catch,a 
glimps^t of ,GedTge^^ fate~I suppose 1 like to look at it 
now—and the expre^^ion on it astonishes me* He.is 
evidently thinking; ve^ hard, lliere is an 
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cmbarrassmetit^on it* once he laughs to himself a tittle, 
though in a sheeptbh, hang' dog hind of way^ 

You bCetn amused," 1 reinaik. 


“ No*a—not exactly, * he stammers; then his face 

H 

grows serious and embarrassed. Theie's something 
on his mind. 


‘*1—1 want to tell yon/ he says, then suddenly 
checks himself* and in his irrelevant, disjointed manner, 
, remarks: Awfully jolly day, .thisT* 

Awfully jolly," I^retarn, 

We 4 te passing the ample balconies of the San Marco, 
Does he fear that she will see him w^th me? Then a 
sudden flash of triumph goes through me* George's 
face has told me that he loves me* He has written to 


rjy father* Poor Miss Webster! If tihe but knew! 
The thought "of her ^distress, 1 am ashamed to say, 
makes me happj'^. (ieorge's manner makes inc happier 
as we go on* It grows easier, and his conversation 
apparently is coming to his letter again. 

He suggests: “You know very little abqut me, Miss 
Evie* You see, we've only had five days of it together, 
Vou don't even know my name/^i 

“ Oh, yes 1 do/' 1 reply: “ George R. M* B* Craa'- 
mere." • 

“You haven't half guessed il/' he says, laughingly, 
“ It's George Ramillcs Malpla^^uet Busaco Cranmere.’* 
“Oh, goodness!/’ I cry* “\Yhere did you get^all 
that? " 

“ It's after the names of battles my ancestors fought 
in. There's two or three more of them backed ' on to 
ine—Gibraltar and Waterloo, I believe, but no,visiting 
' card will contain them all, so Tve dropped them from 
the list If you want to be quite sure about it, you'll 
have to hunt me np in Burke, don't ycr know? '* 

He's in That means at least Landed 

^ CjOTtry* ' Delightful! I hope he*& put that in his letter 

■■ I ’ f- h ' f ’ ' 1 . 

■. I* pap*^ . . . , „ ■ . i* 
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St>iaeh&7 or other'Miai«fnstte mmfi V> in 

. dlso. Twiqq he jt|iproachi^ the suhjeetp 3^ 
the Alameda now, and the rrawd i^ too gma't for 
^ dencea, , 

You know cr—^that—that iHicr/' Hq ihen A 
tho roses fly up to uiy cheeks he g^rows embnrraasod, 
and mutters; ** (Juite a crowd here, dpn*t ycr koow? " 
‘*Yes," I answer, ** QmU a crowds You were 
going lo say something? ** ^^ 

V<e<s/' he mumbles heMlatuigly^ but here a sudden 
determinatiun seems Lo (ome lo (ion; he says sharply, 
** That will rest until to-morrow on the tiain, Ver 
see, we*H be preAy well together on the train ** 

^ “Won*t you come m to lunch?** I lemark, for we 
are now at the entramc of tlie Ponce de Leon/ ' 

*^1 caii*t/’ he answers; **i\e no ^ntl of bum* 
ness. I've got three or four letters to write, an exper¬ 
iment in the coca^plum to hnisli; FtIj got a umn to 
see about Key West sponges, 

Yqu*H come m this evemng? '* 

% 

** Yes, over U the evening/' he tays, cheerily, “ 

It'D be late. You kpow i*m Uymg lo be a business 
man now. You wonT think any th? wor^i of me (o;r 
that, witl you^ * His eyes meet untie frankly but 
pleadingly. i 

‘*No; nor my father, either," I suiy. He has my 
h^ud ID his. [ fed a. imddcn UtnJi come through hint. 

turns his head, then looks at me in an embarratsed 
wayagaiRf and mumbles: ^^Thaaki% awfully! Good¬ 
bye! " and strides away* , ^ 

^ I look after him, wondering what ho has upon 
.mind that embormaea him. l>aea he love me? Ye$f 
his eyes showed that Oh, if he doesnlt, ^what 
think of my coy ^Uushes, ^y embarroitsed 
But he I kmow^m my George loves 
f ud l^ppy. 
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* Al 1 t£tjough th« cciint]rtt3KS the 'ra^ 

Aeeia to ripple uritb joy—th« vet} faTeete In tieea 
4e^10£ to »ing; 

* Mirie meets mc^ lcisscf> me, puU her arm midd 
my litolstj and say*, ia her frank, childish manner; 

Did you catch him? Then as bhc looks in my face, 
discerning Mirabclie thinks Mie sees answer to her 
question^ and ejiicnlalos; ^^You didl you tffiff VoH 
weren't consent with poor Jonas* You're the greedi¬ 
est gtri I ever %\w —^d*m^u so scarce heref With 
this she gt>es away pouting and'angry And a very curi- 
ous look oj) her face, because I can't ,lielp Taughing at 
her* Why shouldn't I laugh? 

I go up to my room and hurry ELisc in the packing * 
We have a quiet lunch (for Jonas is away spendmg the 
d^y on a yacht) unbrqkcn save lor one little nppk. 

Mrs. Armitage looks at me severely and says; You 
have been away again, Evie, with that Englishman/' 
“Yes, we did Fo# Marion," I answer, ainly, 

** I am sorry. 1 think it unuiso, you kpow so little 
hbout him. Fortunately we leave to-marrow morning." 

, chirrups Mine, "/it limves to-morrow morn¬ 
ing X wad down m the ticket oMcc and saw his 

^ j ‘ 

name on a section in our car My gundness, mamma, 
you'll have )'our hands full in Tampa," 

Neither of reply xo MirahelleV wu, though my 
chaperone looks concerned* As for me, X am hap|)y, 
ev<jn rf Mrttf* Armitage doesn't approve* What girl 
cares for a chaperone in such a case this^ 

The afternoon passes dreamily to me I read a 
bonk of sentiment My eyes grow misty with happi¬ 
ness as I think of Soufhem Florida, cocoanut groves, 
sunshine, and--<Jeorgo1 , 

The 'time draws aiong^ Arrayed for His ddlight I 
into the glittering dlnin^^foom dnd diahef 
l^i^aea Then I ohai with two o? tfirro lad^s Ihe 
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pOTchj waiting for Mw^ Nine o^clock—h(j 4oe^'t 
come. 

Ten o'clock—he &trides in, 1 see him; the electric 
lights seem to grow brighter, George's hand clasps’ 
mine, George's eyes spcak^,unto mine- 

“Tve torn myself away for five minutes, you 
knowitfrom busidess, just to say good*mght/' he sa>'*s 
happily. His eyes arc blazing into mine like Romeo's 
in the balcony scene. My glance droops beTore his, 

** Vou can't stay ?'* ' fr 

**No, Tve got a cabfe*'to send to Pink, White & Co, 
Tve just had an answer from them about the chloral 
^contract. 1 say* 1 want to make a little money; 
I'm awfully anxious to get ahead in the wfu;ld, now 
more than ever. You see 1 may have somebody else 
to take care of, don't yer know IV My fiand is still in 
his—he is squeezing it—so,tenderly, ^ 

There arc too many people about. Mirie has seen 
him and is approaching. 1 know in her childless, art^ 
less way sho will interrupt our interview. Then i utter 
suddenly, heedlessly, something for which I would 
have bitten my tongfcte out the next instant: '*You 
put all these things in your letter to my father 

Good heavens! what an effect have*I produced on 
him. At my words he blushes 6p to the eyes, be¬ 
comes embarrassed, stammers, then suddenly says: 

Good-night, —Til explain about that letter to¬ 
morrow morning, don't yer know, on thV train. You 
must forgivt me thcn—l—Til tell you evtrythmgV\ 
And wringing my hand in an apoh>getic kind of way 
he whispers: ** To-morrow! *' There, is passion iii 
his voice, but wonderful embarrassment, 

I am too dazed to speak as he goes away leaving 
me wondering. * 

Mirie comes uf> and. prattles: .‘*He didn't jrtay 
lon^ did he 7- ii you'd let Wm take you to a palm tr^ 
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in the garden he might have lingered longer, mightii^t 
he f Evie, you try lo be tgo innocent. That isn*t th^ 
way..' Be innocent and up to snufT also. Abelard and 
I wilt hold consultation on you to-night/* 

DonT yon dare talk lo^your hideous beast about 
me! I cry in rage. 

After that I don't pay much attention to her. . I am 
thinking of George. 1 go upstairs. - What did he 
mean by c^piaining lo-morrow ? Was it about Mias—f* 
Pshaw! nonsense! €an1; I trust him until to-morrow 
morning ! 1 wili! * 

1 go to bed and dream happy dreams 


CHAPrER VL 

* 

4 

. Fl.YINfi NORTHWARO. 

« « 

MavcH i^94. 

■ ' I AM Up with the lark; I hurry EUse, I run down to 
breakfast. 1 must not miss the (tain, he will be wait¬ 
ing for me. 

1 am down before any one. Ellse thinks I am ^an 
idiot. We*ve an hofir to spare. 

As I wak for my breakfast*! look ovfrr the Jackson¬ 
ville St^Usnian^ which has been placed by some careful 
friend beside my plate. The local news done, 1 turn 
carelessly to the society column, reported by telegraph 
from St, Augustinfe. Perhaps J shall s5e her name, 
poor girh She.is not going with him—I am! ’ 

r do! Oh, God of mercy, I d^! I catiT read—yet I 
decipher these lines that brand themselves' into my 
brain; * 

"We are happy to announce the ■ etigfigement nt MiW 
Webster, the beaudftd the dashing young Eng[il*il'. 
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mere* It dot jat been foTMllf attiKjtinced, biif iuM 4ocA 

tltat wAj^ Tbc b^atUtU belters gc>ef t^-morntr, 

«U»d, to bemthern Florldb* Mr, "tttU be (rf flit 

party* Iloir they rrill enpy poctjc Tans pal Mr. Craantec^^ baa 

^ been very attentive. Th«y ^Id the onutfre tubarfaa one day 

anti* ire J^etlere, Fort Manon logethcr Uie other day* Mitt 

Webiiter a great beiren. J^tir^ tAe iffthJ 

* 

RiNtj TH€ \vt rjm>r<; ui-u They ring in my cart lit) 
the rf^am &wims round mr* Th.itwhat he meant by 
“111 CKplam to^monoin^" -Ttm't. why he had that 
har-g*dog expression a> wc passed the San Marco, Ht 
feared she wotild^sce hrm^ 

After a little I rontn\e to thrnk—if spasms of 

wounded self-love and stricken pndc ure thoughts, I 

shall not go to Southern Florida; that humiltatioti I 

couldn't bear* * 

* 

Afi this cornea to me, Mrs, ArmiUge and Mimbetle 
sit down beside me; both arc lu travellmg drc!S$ and ready 
for the train* I look at thum in,a da^cd, dixzy wwjTi 
and sec Mlfie holds in he: hand a copy of that ensef 
paper* They both ga*e at me, the mother sympatheti- 
caliy; the d4Ughter--4 can’t teli what is in her face* 
She looks half delighted, h ilf frightened 

“1—1 ha\t* changed niy mtnd, Mrt. Armitage,” f 
falter, “I can't go to Southern Florida this mornnig 
with you.' 

Here my chaperon':: lu her motherly way rCi&ciies me 
from bome of my embarrassmeuL Shtf says. “Evie^ 
I Ibmk under tte ctrcumsunces you arc wise«. I can't 
postpone my •trip, having made sdUmy afrangements,^ 
What do you think best to do> '* , 

“1—I'm going to New York by thealltemooh 
I gnawer* ^ 

*‘Can 1 help you in anyrof youf^ twangeofeni)}!^ f 
have y6t a little f 

“ No/1 haw EJtet/^ t«ply. 
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* Then abe get? up^ gives xtttf a motherly bie# mA 
tFhiflM?T6^^ **Iafn sorryior you! Coo'^ think another 
tbo^ight about him; I rrad the article this mombi^ 
'The juiseTAble creature t ** 

**FQoh! that's nothing! *' 1 reply, pndc coming to 
my aid; then raise my vofee tor the bendtf of any 
open cats at the surrounding tabks; J have received 
ai telegram from papa which makes it nGCCbsary W me 
to return Uorih immediately." 

With this, bidding her good-bye, I hurry ulf iji search 
€i^ Elise, who has got Clic trunks downstairs. I order 
them itpstah s agam* Ehsc Uutiks 1 am crazy. 

^‘ttc’re not gomgj*' I say. “At least, not this 
morning? We will probably return to New Yorfc/^ 
and pa/ qo attention to her excited French jabbenng. 

Twice I have a desire to throw hiy pride away; twice 
J fight myseU to resolution. Perhaps at the \ery last* 
I should changfi my miud again and go to that tniin, 
but Mine appears at the door of my room, pettjng her 
canithe, * 

Vvo just come to kiss you good-bye, ' prattles. 
I'Tm glad youVe not going us. It would be a 
dreadful mistake," She still hold^ the Jactsonnlle 
SJatesfo^n m he( hand. 

'* YouVe seen thi'j—this Miss Web&tcr' ' 1 say, <.un- 
osity getting Ihe better rd my pride for one inmtitc,. 

“Oh, yes,". 

I “ You ihink^shc's engaged lo him? ' 

**Wcllj jf bluiiiics mean anything, you niould liave 
ttiougbt she wab when I hmted it lo her ia^t night '* 

^^O-o-ohJ" 1 can't repress the sigh. Then tmur- 
plfan ** Shp is ir'hry beauuful, I suppose?" 

*MVull, she thinks she beats the earth!" remarks 
'IliEftbcUe, ** jShe*a^got pretty good opimop of her¬ 
eof, and tbenf she's going to have such pot3 of mopey. 
Oh! 3t hope 1 haven't woimdcd youl AWtfdand i 
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must be going* Don*t you want to kiss poor Abelard? * 
But I am too overcome to reply to this* - J bid 
Mirabelle Ged-speed and lock myself in my room* Pots 
of money! The miserable fortune hunter! Can I'hav< 
been mistaken in what {ic hinted by his deluding, 
foolish, disjointed suggestion of a letter to tny father! 
Have I made some fearful blunder? 

Great heavens! There is a clanging in iny ears, 11 
is the bell of the outgoing train for^SoutheVn Florida, 
George HAS GONE away! ’ 

They sha^n't see that 1 care* Towel and cold water, 
and I go down to show everybody in the hotel that Mr 
fCeorge Rainiiles Malplaquct B u sac o C ran mere has been 
to me but a /assfr h temfs. ^ 

Some of them like*to torture me* Miss Parkins and 

* 

friend get near me on the veranda, where I musi over* 
hear them, “ Poor girl!" saj^s that ^itefui spinster, 
“she didn't catch him, after all He went this morn¬ 
ing with his to Tampa, rHave you seen the 

beautiful Miss Webker? 


“Never/* replies her chum. “But I donh think 
she'd have to be a VSnus to give points to the Bulgei 
Exterminator giH,’' 

Then Jonas comes about and tries to b*e civil—hoping, 
perchance, to catch my heart on the rebound, but once 


or twice 1 hear him struggling with a suppressed chuckle. 
These things make a great devil of pride rise up in 
me* Early in the afternoon a letter postmarked 
Palatka is brought me by the bell boy* I*ve seen 
enough of hi£ writing to know it* 

Then the devil does its work. In a .flash 1 scue it, 
tear it into a hundred pieces, throw itout of my window, 
and the four winds of heaven blow it about the shrub^^ 




j:ii 




. . ^ 


THE LAMES* ■ JHGOERUAtof. 


" ‘ ■ . 93 '-.' 

“■ i 


Oh, rton*hearted Scraphia, if you were only here to 
comfort your poor niece— 

I must get hack to New York to you—to papa— 

I am writing this cra^y outburst on the train as it 
files to the North—away fpom blue skies, bright sun¬ 
shine and the perfume of the orange flowers. How 
I hate their scent. They remind me of the* nidn wl)0 
slighted for Miss Webster, 


. , A^/^70 J'ijrk. March 

1 am writing this with the ^^raw in my heart, Papa 
has just placed it there; on the ferryboat crossing over 
from Jersey City, * 

He and Scraphia meet me on the arrival of Ihff 
Florida'train, and escort me to the boat, Klise and a 
footman look rafter my wraps and baggage,^ To aunt 
and father I trj" to be bright, buoyant and airy—like 
my old self; but it doesn't succeed with Seraphia. 
Kind old Seraphia, Noble old We rap Uia, Every plant 
of her number four boots means business 

In the lights of the ferryboat papa looks at me and 
•remarks, tenderly: *‘Vou sho^d have stayed longer 
down South; you don’t look rested enough, my little 
daughter,” , 

Seraphia says: ‘‘Abner, she shoufdnT have gone! 
Her eyes blaze as if she had ^an electric light mside 
her. That child has run foul of a dynamo in Florida," 
‘*Pooh! nonsense!” I ejaculate, '‘Just give me 
carti blanche at the dressmaker^ papa, and see the 
dynamo run xvhei^Lent is over." , 

rather imagine I can do that/' says generous old 
papa. You see, Evie, you've earned your board dowm 
South," And he pats me on the cheek, 

“Earned her board screams my aunt, “ Afe 
you out of your head, Abner? How?” 

“ days ago T got a letter from a travel* ’ 

, htsg agent of Pink, White' & Co,, ;.of London. ' He . 
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«aid tfamugh your kindly lotrfxJaCtbn tie had made; a 
contract with Mr, Ripley for chlorah wrote otfeV- 
ing mo, on behalf of his firm, tjuinine tite cents an 
ounce under the market 

“Don^tdcal with hinri,*^I cry out, **He swindled 
poor Mr, Ripley He sold him chloral ten ctmts below 
the market, but two days after chlgrul dropped thir^ 
centii a pound,” -• 

Too late,'* answered papa I made u contract 
for I 50 , 000 worth. Pink, White 6 ; Co, are, 1 learn, a 
perfectly reliable I^OQdon house,’* 

*^Then, papa, i*ou arc r/w''* 

^ ** Humph ^ don’t talk nonsense^ Kvie, *’ says Seraphia, 
read that contract and 1 know we are n^done. 
Quinine doesn't fluctuate like ohloraL We’ve saved 
several thousands of dollars," 

To this 1 do not reply, 1 am disking with rage and 
mortification, 

w 

At homc,^ on Fifth Avenue, I go up to my dear old 
room and there I give way* 

Done! all of us Poor Jonas on his chlgrar 

contract, father ^un his quinine, and I done most of all 
—ffft my htart! Misery’ what will he think of my coy 
bluishes, my i^ashful diffidence, my looks of love, on a 
business letter lo **yer governor, don't yer kiiow?'' 

Ob, his miscrablt^ hapharard, disjointed British Eng¬ 
lish! Oh the humiliation! Oh, George t-^Otorge! 




'' » 


CHAPTER ViL . 

f 

Tire. txfPimrso Aitn)4U ^ 

^ * 

* ^ 

Narragan^ 4pi^kst /xf, Jfpg. ' 


Tc^uoxiiow vtii , 

X bail intended to wHtt, tio 

4 


it 

* . d 

^ - 


Hdl 



* 


diC9Stn}iif vtM^ns citf jntcW in my 1*^1. On my tttttfe 


Mi t t V 


n. 


froni Fldridi I was for a. week. Woiind<4 

pl^de huHa ftfl fHucU as wounded heart to a girl 6f 
s^^t. ■ ^ " 

1 would have been reaffy sitk, but I was afraid Scra-^ 
phltL might suspect; and the whole thing ended inn 
buret of laughter. 


Our f&mfr phystcian, dear old Dr. riumpcheck, 
who has attended us for years, suddenly prescribed fJr 
me ‘*BuJger'’s Bile Eileminutor/' and that ended in 
papa^s (Quarreling with him and my getting well 
As I by in bed 1 could hear pap^ ahd auntie going 
on about It outside, **Curse him/'cries papa, ^*does 
he watll lo kill my beauty, my darling^ 

‘*What has * Flumpehect done?" asks Seraphia, 


ainiioufcly, • • 

has prearribed, for my Evie, Bulger’s Bile 
Exterminator! 

“Why, his conttanf prescription of the medicine was 
one of the thing'y you sauI reconciled you Fliimp* 
cl^ck*^ billsr’ remarks my aunt, ikarcavtically. 

“Was it?*’ fsayti papa, grimly. ^‘That wa^ for 
people's families. Vm not going to have him murder 
. my darling," * • 

“ WeH, treVe lived on Bulger's Bile Exterminator for a 
j good many years/’ retorts ScrapKia, “and I wouldn*t 
' advl)^ you to ^make any pubUo attack on Blump^ 
^ check/* 

' mutters jfmpa, and he orders up a fase of Bub 

i ger’aBBe Exterminator, 

Thif^^tood permanently in my sick room until I got 
so tired of the sight of it, with its flaming labu!$, that 
; 1 really think it cured me after all. 

I " Beside^ 1 was despcratnlx Afraid Saraphta'a argus 
^ eyes, thoQgli SerapW* w^ara tmfike nio^ 

dw't soetn to blimS bet.* - ^ \ 
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So after a lazy, dawdling ’^eck I got up Easter- 
Sunday and made my re^ntree into New Yqrk societyj/ 
people said, I believe, a little more than ever. 

Old' DeCoorscy Four-in-Handj who has been the beau 
of New^York since the m^ory of mortal man, insisted 
1 had brought some of the delicate loveliness of the 
tropics back with me. But DeCoursey always Aatters 
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girls; he flatters them into petik flirtations, which 
the old beau enjoys as much as he did Ib^ more excit* 
able and fervid affaiis of his younger years. 

But my recovery protracted. Not by the rush 
of New, York society, for 1 love gaycty and CKcite- 
ment; but by certain uncalled for and malicious 
snubs from one who had been the friend of my heart, 
These gave me any number of had half hourii, and put 
me into frightful ^ipasms of despair, ai'gef and vindic¬ 
tiveness. 


One evening on coming home from Mrs, Van Du&eit 
De Punster's musicalCj I will adtij.it 1 looked badly, as 
what girl wouldn't who had just been snubbed by one 
who had even called her ** sister/' 

I was making my W/r//r ife r/wj'/ when Seraphia strode 
in. “Eltse," she said to my maid, leave the room, 
ril do your mistress’s hair/' 

Then 1 knew somethiTig w'as coming; dr my aunt, 
who had lately taken a great interest in my healthy' 
wouldn't have waited up for me. 

** Now," says Serapbia, taking the hairbrush in,one 
hand and my tresses in the other, and giving a ferocious 
flourish with the brush, ** Who's the man? Out with 
it 1 tht man 1 " This i j emphasiicd with a savage 

4 ug at my locks as she thinks of the wretch who has 
trifled with my young affections. , . , 

** There isn't any man,'*-1 say with a y.cH: ’ ** 
it's a woman! " ^ - 

** A woman! Then what are you cryingaboilt? ” 



' TH£ ladies' JUGCERNAUtt ' ' , 


' “Who wouldn't^ with their hair nearly putted out by 
the roots! " t whimper, 

“ Did I hurt you, darKug And Serapliia soothes 
me—gO(i(i-hear ted old Seraplua—whispering, “ What^s 
the trouble, anyway ? Tell ^)ur old aunt/' 

Whereuprm 1 burst out into a history of my wrongs, 
from Mabel Bitterroot, late of Milwaukee, but noj¥ ot* 
Parts, whose father made beer until he had made a few 
• million dollaVs, then died from drinking too niucb of 
it, as many brewers do, 

prietor of Bulger's Bile EKt^mmator; they esteem 
their own wares, * « 

Now this Mabel Bitterroot had been my school chum ^ 
at Miss B^eese's, on Fifth Avenue. For three years we 
had walked side by side on our daily promenade up 
that thoroughfare;^ 'I’liitrefore 1, ^vhen the Brtterroots 
came to New had helped Mabel socially. She 

needed it, p(Mir girl, having little but money to recom¬ 
mend her, NevertheJess I pushed and pulled for her, 
and shoved her into society a little way, - Then she 
went t<» Paris, and marrying a French title had 
returned to New York Madame Haronne deVieilie 
Roche, and this had put her plump into the holy of 
holies of Manhattan s^Ruety. 

Now I had, to use*a slang expression, banked upon 
MabePs returnmg favor for favor and dragging me 
with her into the social “ WaJhaJla/' But to my 
chagrin, dismay and astonishment, being well in herself, 
she had set her plump little back and white shoulders 
against the door and was squeezing me ouf with all her 
assumed French/A/r and natural Western energy. 

As 1 finish the recital of my wrongs a terrible 
expression comes into Seraphia's determined counte¬ 
nance, “You leave lier to me,” she says; “ Til settle 
that Bitterroot girl in a way that will delight you,” 
“How?” 


I ’ 



»bt $hjall daart to jovit tune and ^ralk ^ 

ytaL Have yo^ got gtit for it f" #y 

**rve grit enough for anythiogj^" I jfni^<Hil. 
between some pearls leap my teeth, be revenged*'** 

I am evcitedj I am bittert t • ^ 

or three more snubs m the cour^ of the fltxt 
few days to my ol^grin 1 am ctniited f^am a 
dmner because Itla4djrte U Baronne eJoesn^f care to meet ^ 
JVfs/tf & pt(^Ie, I the toXd shoulder from the Horae** 
Club On parade day^ because Mabel da Viedle Roclie 
doesn't think vfriJI compare favorably Vr»(!bi 

nniic on Bt rite Van DiemanN outb Of temrse they 
wun't* She 'ncjts numbL*i threes iiuJ a half and 1 
number ti^os— narrim ^ US a tompUment m one wiy^ 
but the affair makes me despirate , * 

Inti^ this pandemonium of ciushed h^at t Irom Flonda 
and unshed pndi from New York comes dear hltje 
artless Mirabelle to sin k pms int^ me Mrs Attnitage 
and dauglitcr err touU foi Eu-ope pas* Ihiough NeW 
York 

During a hillc MiiahLlle with hti uhdd^h 

disregard for othei peopled ft cl mgs says to me, play¬ 
fully but pojtitt diy ^^And how is Mih Web^ta 

“Don t talk to me of her* * I Miiswcr * **IfrB*t she 
married to him '*'Ihe first savagely, the lasti^f 
am ashamed to say, so palheticaMy that Mine laughs 
till the tears art m her eyes* Didn t you see het in 
Southern Florida^'* I continue 
, “No/' ansuus Mine, with thitdish frankp^L 
**That is the turious pait of'it Mist WBbsteV $aub^ 
bed Quminc ToweVers as well 9b you 5he^ wasn't Op 
the train either. He got fearfully huffy about it I 
caP see him now, biting bis mustache ^ But after tafchQtg 
a qtutune and whiskey at FaUtka he a 1et|wr to , 
Ber, *and I beheve abe never ajiBvertd it f 

*■ * ^ i M 
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that Mifcs Webster^ at least he told ^ ^ 
Thtn yol3 know—well, I tried to make up for 
^ Jllss Webster*! absence—*to capture Quinine Powders' 
on the rtbound, but he was aU for the absent 
4 Even when T tned tSy great Jin di uhh baby 

. dodge* T>f 4hrowjng myself into mamma's lap—-you 
r (Aow 1 took very pretty and cn/atii^ that way—he, 

- said stiikllj^: ‘If the hratS sleepy wliy don^t you put 
ihpr to bed, Mrs Armiuge^* 1 lute him for that! Tm 
^ serving hhii out for tiiat 'j 
'* How?gasp 

' r At tins the artless rhild goes fliio snickers of 
laughter, but continues; “I hen some news came to* 
Quinine^ Powders from hfs father or grandfather*- 
' ^ grand governi-/ be calls him, I believe, I don't know 
what It wav—from IvngLuid, and bo he went to 
Havana and frnhi there on to London, He told me, 
Evie, that he thought you were the flirt he 

had ever seen * 

S(upidi\t flirtT'* 1 break out in such rage that 
Mirie^ who takes things ver> mg^iiously, goes into the 
had and 1 can hear hct in bursts of uncontrollable 
Ij^ughter. 

nee or twice dating her \isii, however, she looked 
l^dcalty at me as if she hnd^somethmg to say, but 
B$ I didn't have the heart to push her or any one else 
forward lu New Vork society, artless Mirabelle appar¬ 
ently took a dislike to me, and passed on her way ^ 
LiOndon taking h(y horrible poodle with her ani-^ 
leaving me jn a state to Mcrifice every one, evert my- ' 
tp Obtain vengeance on this unjust world that had 
j^rontsd tjoth my Ipinde and my heajrt, ' ' 

^itlt fiboSft thic time 1 accidentally overbear titittie 
fo •(SoiisuttatioQ. * *“ y^a W to 
Kw KDi bade , 




10* TH1£ LADSES^ JUGGERNAUT: 

*' Don’t you think you’d better take her with you to 
Europe?" replies papa, 

**No, she’s not w(‘ll enough; besides she’d have 
idiosyncrasies, laste:j and feelings that might endanger 
my plan, which J inten(1fto run on strictly business 
principles. You open your purse, Abner, and hack me 
with the dollars, and if Evte’s the girl I think she is 
we’ll socially smash them all!'’ With this Seraphia 
piann; her number fours down on the fltfbr in a way - 
that I know me^ns something great. 

Yes, that's what 1 wJnt to do, smash them all! 

So when my ;*un# comes to me and remarks: “Evie, 
Tve fixed it. Do you want to crush that Bitterroot 
girl entirely?" I cry out with lyy whole 

injured soul. 

Would you, to sqiKish her,V—I ijse Seraphia*s ex¬ 
pression—‘*be willing to make a m^ixiage like hers? 
Marry a man with a title? 

1 have put love out of my heart and am happier for 
doing it. I sayi **yes, if he’s acceptable, I don't 
want to marry a drunkard nor a deuf mute nor a 
blind idiot; but if tie’s presentable and a gentleman 
and has a rank that will permit me la snub those who 
have been snubbing me, and crush'those ’who have 
been trying to crush me—Y ksT " ' 

** Very well, give uS your hand on it, old girl,” says 
Seraphia, confidently. And if there’s a British peer 
in the market I'll get him for you*" 

Two days afterward my aunt sailed for Europe, and 
I was taken by papa to Colorado,'where the air of the 
, Rocky Mountains made me a new girl, bringing ^he 
back again to my cheeks and the elasticity to my 
step that had been lost in Florida orange groves. A 
peculiar, devil-may-care indifference was in me; it aided 
my health, but papa suggested that it didn't improve 
tne in other iifRys. 

j- ^ ■ ■' 
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**yoa don't seem to care for anything, Evie, now,*' 
he remarks one day in Denver. 

*‘Oh, yes I do, for you and dear old Scraphia.” 

Here something comes into my face that makes papa 
start. He sighs, “ My litPle EvSe doesn't seem the 
same girl that she was a year ago." 

** I am not/' I return, **]"m educating myself foy 
my coming,rank; I'm assuming the indifference and 
hauteur of the aristocracy," 

But it was only assiimptionj What a thrill did go 
through me when about the middle of June, as we were 
dawdling over the licautres of MJnitbu^ papa showed 
me a dispatch from London I It was short and pithy, a® • 
ah cablegrams are, carry what they may, triumph or 
de Spain • 

It read; * * 

** SculcA t Importing ii with me, 

SftKAfHJA.” 

‘'Importing wfth me!" I say angrily, “flow 
does she dare to ca() the man I am to marry ‘it!'" 

‘ “Well, you see, Seraphia looki^upon it simply as a 
business transaction/' mutters papa hanging his head. 
Then he adds s\|ddenJy; “If you don't want to go on 
with the matter, Evie, Just say the word and I'll “bust" 
the whole affair, though it wiU _be the most expensive 
speculation I ever went into." 

“What is Who is he?" 1 say eagerly, 

“I don't knoiv. Only by the price 1 think he must 
be at least a duke/.* answers dear papa, niefully. 

A duke! I'll do it! Visions of social triumph float 
through my mind* A duke I 1 shall be “ Her/ ^ 
Grace!'* TH crush them all, especially Madame^la ' 
Baronne. Socially she shall feel the prints of my htgh<» 
heeled shoes! 

Looking on me my father says chee^uJly; “This 
coming social triuirph seems to have pift iffew /' 
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you. Your eyes flash, your cheeks are rosea. xiSf -:}. 
darling, .rm glad I had the money to get it for yoa V '; 

It is vith this feeling in my heart that I go baokry,'- 
to New York, only stopping one day there, . , ■ 

Then the heat drives usi-to a pretty villa papa has 
taken near Narragansett Pier on the Point Judith 
road; Sea Vie^v 1 believe they call it, and quite prop-; 
er!y, for the breakers*^ wash the rocks almost beneath-, 
our windows, and the big Fall River boats'*pass us ill »■ 
the evening illuminated like the fairy palaces that 
they are, 

Two days ago. sitting on our veranda and gating 
^across the waves towards tlte queen of watering places, 
but eight miles away, I put in a plea for Newpqrt. 

But father growls: 'Two villas with a lord on top 

of them are too much financiojly for, me at present 
Besides, youVe in touch with NewporJ;. You can sail 
over there in an hour, and make your Newport friends 
perfectly miserable 'when youSe ^oi him. You can' 
show him off before them, and after the ceremony you 
can flaunt your cards with a title and coronet on them 
till they're sick. Hold your horses till you are married: 
to him/' ' ' 

Marriedta him!'' The words seeth to mg in tqy ' 
brain while a sudden chill runs through my backbone. ' , 
“ Marhieu TO hlmI ' * ► " 

- iB -I 

I'd scarcely thought of that! All I had thought of- 
was social grandeur, the title on njy card, people . 
ing me ^‘My Lady, Countess, Duchess,^'* or some^ing 
proudly aostderatic. Not much thought of the giving;^' „ 
in marriage—that had been so secondary. . i-'' - 

He's getting frightfully near! Seraphia will arrive '% 
in York. I am growing so.uneasy. ■ . 

' 1 take tlte ferry ; carriage^ flunkies and all, aqd ;wi& -;j.y 

Newport.' ■ ' r 

'.^Tbat pats social baClttwt»f into ine/. I ^ a 












Count -and a Dutch Baron who arc being^ wor-' 
shiped, '^Vhat will they ^y to an English peer? I ’ - 
ajn resolved 1 - 

Telegram from Seraphia. She has arrived on the Teit- 
tome and has him with her* A house parly has been 
invited to meet him. We've not been able to give 
his name; we have pimply invited them to tneet *a 
titled gentleman from Europe, and this will bring them 
all. 


J\faf^‘agajiS€ii PUr^ Augusi 2d^ 18^4, 
My birthday! I wake with*a jump—the start that 
comes to,people when somethinJ; dire is going to 
happen. 

Ahl r* remember now. My inrthday present, that's 
what papa called il yesterday—they Ye going to give me 

my tnrthday presen^. i shall see the man who-- 

I am very nerwus and excited. 

“That is right; that's Parisian, Mademoiselle/* 
says Elise, as she druses my hair. Elise, as usua? with 
maid servants, has picked up an inkling of what is 
going to happen. “ It's quite the proper mode. When' 
I'dressed the young Comtesse d'Hautvilk on the day 
her future husband was to be presented to her, the poor 
child trembled so 1 cottid hardly get her gownon. But 
her fianci was the Ddke de Passy, and he was sixty-five. 
Cki! Did I hurt Mademoiselle's hair? 


' Fbr at this sixty-five suggestion I have given a faint 
ghritek of nervous dismay, 

** Yes, it's quite right, Mademoiselle, that you should 

•i * ^ 

have^a leeUe bashful excitement, it indteate^r the sublime 
mo^ty of the noblesse,” ' ' 

' nSiity-five? I'shudder! Seraphia canY have been 
fool enough' to buy a 'sixty-five-year-old Peer of th& ' 

' Can she h^ve gone on ih'e'awf-ui theory 
thsttvwxlypfive won't last so'long, and .the title will HW 

::v : ' 
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1 nervously read the marriage fierviee as I breakfast 
in my room. 

** Lov^j honor and '* adds lo my timidity, 1 grow 
bashful and blushing! I begin to have the feelmgs of 
a new Suitana whcn*she sdtsthe handkerchief Matter at 
her feet. It seems to me Tni being sold mysiff! 

Fortunatelyt i am not r.ompened to social duties; 
the bouse puny are not here, they will not arrive until 
evening, and dinner. 

Word'is bn night that papa wishes to sec me fn the 
library. Am I all right? Oh ye,s, my toilet is exquisite, 
“Is he here?" t saV tremblingly lo Elisc* 

r 

No, I think not, Mademoiselle; 1 am not sure/* 

** Has Miss Hulger come? " 

No, Mademoiselle/* * ,, 

'rhen 1 nerve myself and go 

Tt is only papa, thank <jod! only*i>apa! He looks 
quite nervous and agitated too, dear old father! 

He says nervously: ‘‘Tve a Ifctter from Scraphia, 
She wil! he here on the afternoon train, ybe\brought 
with her, on the the gentleman w'ho 

agreed under fiuanrial settlements—papa hums over 
this—“to make you the Viscountess Bar-Sinister/* 
“Only a Viscount! 1 pout, disappointedly, 

“ Ctood heavens! isn't that enough? In lime he ■will 
be the Marquis of Filzminster, He is twenty-seven/' 

“ Twenty-seven! Did she send his pl^otograph?’* 
“What’s the good of a phMograph when she brings 
him this afternoon?" 

“ Twenty-seven! Ob, papa, you frighten me, IVent/- 
seven! Per—perhaps hell expect me* to love him/' 1 
falter in horror. 

“ AVould you like him growls papa nervously. 

Then he adds, taking me in*his arms; “Do you want 
to thrott the matter up? If you do, fire him, Evie, for 
God*s sake! Don't reproach me afterwards* Don’t 

y w 
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come to me and say, * Father you have ruined my life/ 
becau^se I haven^t done it, yon have done it yourself, 
you and Scraphia—curse her vanity T’ Here the old 
gentleman breaks out in rage hut finally says: “ You‘d 
letter sec him anyway; ^thjs—this cursed birthday 
present of mine,” and he commences to cry over me. 

lint 1 return: ‘‘Papa, you haven^t the firmness that 
makes a great family. It is necessary to sacrifice 
something in this world, A Viscountess, a future 
Marchioness, Til Jb it! When Scraphia comes brins: 
him ini” ^ * 

Then somehow the thought of iflt the money he must 
have spent for my last fad amt all his goodness to xTt«» 
overcomes me, and I put my arms round papa's neck 
and sit down ini his lap and call him "dear old pap/’ 
and logetlicr w© hiivc*a gtjod, old-fashioned cry. 

But still I am determined! 

I go away much agitaiecL Til try-to forget ail about 
the matter till eftmes. ^J’wdity-severi! The age is 
a friglitfuhy romantic one. Shall we be married soon? 
Oh no, not rtry soon. It's sojiard to give up girl¬ 
hood, even to be "my lady/' 

Ill this frame of mind 1 order my pony phaeton. 

It comes to the door drawn by Punch and Judy, two 
as likely cobs as ever were under-siied and over-fed, 
driven by my little tiger Jimmy, as smart and cute a 
boy as ever >^ore livery. 

In this equipage I rattle dow'n Ocean Avenue, past 
the hotels crowded with summer visitors, by the liftlp 
street that leads to the beach on which the bathing h 
eflfected that * supplies the pictorial newspapers of 
America with views of sea nymphs in living picture 
dress* ^ 

The laughing erod'd, fhe *gaily costumed ladies, the 
whole, scene ts a confused jumble in my inrhid*-^al] 1 
know i& 1 am curious to see him and desperately 
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frightened at the thought of beholding him. What wiU / 
he say to me f Wili he kiss me ?—I . 

I crack my whip! In my pony phaeton I fly acrose-^' 
the bridge to the heights and drive toT»ftrd the north 
for several miles. Turnings 1 ford Little Riveri and so'^ 
up the hill with the great blackberry bnshes—for Naira-*■' 
gansett is celebrated for its wild blackberries—theii, 
return home by a roundabout way past the Casino-^ 
everything in Karragansett centers at the Casino, 

It js the noontide hour; the bathing has ceased; a 
crowd of ladies antheirEscorts fill the lawn in front 
of the Casino as J drive past. Lander’'^ orchestra is 
giving out its strains; the bright summer costumes of 
beautiful women, the blue water, the sunny sky remind 
me of Florida. The band is playing one of the waltzes 
1 danced with him in Florida—fV is ' 

For there is Maddojc in the roadway the entrance 
beneath the big arch with other flunkies and valets— 
Maddox! «. 

He doJYs his hat and grins to me rather reproachfully 
I think. Oh mercy, he a quinine powder in his 
ihand! ^ ... 

I look up on the crowded iawn, and there—Oh 
heaven! i^da}\ when I am to be promised to another; ’ 
TO-DAY!—George—there he is, the same Florida Sniile 1 
on his face—George Crattmerc! gazing at^ me'through 
his single eyeglass, as he did on the ramparts'of Fort 
Marion; for there is love in his glance? Yes, I see itl' 

I know is love ! . , - 

The WebsteV girl and jealousy are* forgotten. ■ ' 

give Itim a sunny smile, I forgive him* ladifferen^!;-^^'; 
has flown from me, love has come again! I see at the ^ 
same table Mine, little, artless, laughing Mine, 
chocolates to her accord cSnicht, Abelard! ^ 
playing her curds again' for George 
.So..jUieni.Florid8;,. - : 
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^ ■■ VStii ©tic Hashing crash tdy ^whip .fiic* 6vcr ^itty V 

backs. Punch and Judy,fl^ as arrows from^a 

1 >W. ^ 


' .i-foust fitop^t-^-rftop it! before they betroth me—■ 
‘i^top it! before Seraphia *drags me into unloving 
matrimony—stop it! someway—so that I and George— 

sts^Mf STOP IT! ! ’ , ^ 

■^idi each thought-flash my whip flecks poor Puft<!h 
and Judy, '#ho fly as they never flew before, turning 
into the Point Judith road and drawing up breathless 
into the porit of oftr viJtk, 

With a spring Jimmy is in froiibof^the horses aiui I 
am^in the library, crying; ^'STOP IT ! 


CHAPTER* VIIL 


THE IMPORTER ANIMAL HAS. BITTEN ME ! 


** What's the matter ? screams Seraphia astounded, 
for she and papa are in consultation. Then she seizes ^ 
me in^her loving arms, covers me with kisses, and gab- ' 
blcs, Here's a*fine girl to marry a lord ! and Tve got 
him,. Evie—got hinr at a bargain ! " 

** Is he—in—^the—house ? '* t falter, 

**NOi but he soon will be; he's in Nanagansett. 

Bar-Sinister came over w'ith me on the Tcutomt 
imp, M irabclle Armitage cam e also, I chape roned 
answers my‘ aunt, her face growing grim with 
of >iirie. , 

Yes, she's here," I say. 

^ But sit down—“Stop panting and'talt busidess wth 
and your dadv , Nowd'ye got hipr for you udidef' 

: ptettf 4dcondhioas; Lord Bar-Sinistei: I^y : - 
' eldest &m ApfM^t^.to ..the Maiqtds' C-'-’ 
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of FiUminsJter, of the English peerage* If yoi^ want 
to look him ijp in Burke, there he A No. i re¬ 
-marks Seraphia proudly, lapping a great red volume 
she has taken from her gripsack* “ There’s no doubt 
about him, he's genuine anfi prime/' * . 

** Oh, ril take your word for it,'" I Jisp. 

‘*AbaI Already assuming aristocratic indifference, 
the cute darling," laughs auntie^ chucking me unttet. 
the chin* ** Aren't you dying to know whether he’s 
handsome ? Chiess what your lord's age is, Evie?*' 
*^Papa has told me he is twciity-seven/' This is in 
my^most inditTerent^tonc. 

#/ ,*^Don't you want to know whether he's lovable?" 
“No!" I ultiT this with a stolidity they ihink is 
assumed. *. 

“You lieat the wt>rl4 for an aytress, Evlc," says 
papa* 

But 1 will tell you! " cries Seraphia, He's one of 
the handsomest, nicest young men'in the world, though 
he hates me because 1 kept him from flirting on the 
voyage* lie was ineffably sulky all the way over/’ 
“What terms did you make?" Interjects father, 
nervously. ^ 

“Well, Abner, you see, his father, the Marquis of 
Fitzminster, arranged the details. * If Bar-Sinister had 
had his way, I think W would have come over for 
nothing. Bless you, he jumped at my offer, said it 
was the nicest compliment that had even been paid 
him, but his^father, who is a knowing old rogue, in¬ 
sisted on making the arrangements.” 

“ Didn’t Bar-Sinister see my beautifdl photograph! ’* 
1 ask indignantly. 1 am itidiffcrcnt to the man, but 1 
don’t want my charms slighted. 

“Bless you, Evie, there isn^t a grain of curiosity 
in Bar-Sinister’s composition,” returns Seraph ia* 
'All he seemed anxious about was tp get the matted 
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over and come ter America. But the Marquis—Fiu- 
rainstfcr^ you thoj^—said that his son was fio heavily 
strapped that he wouldn*t marry any woman who 
couldn't pay his debts and give him proper settle^ 
ments. "iMics*, he iiifornn^l me, amounted to twenty 
thousand pounds. *You see, Bar-Sinister is such a 
spendthrift,* he remarked to me, * sowing his wild oats 
and all that sort of thing/ i agreed to pay his debtsj 
Then Fit^nl^^llster gave me a list of Lord Bar-Sinister*s 
liabilities, and 1 found that twenty thousand pounds 
meant forty thousand pounds-' /a. 

*^But you only drew oic me for stw^nty thqusaa^for^ 
that item/* says papa* 

** Th^re*& where I'm American business, Abner/* an 
swers my aunt, proudly. "I made every tradesman^ 
and money lentle^r cut (lis bid one-half, and they were 
fio astonished at^ getting anyflihig at all out of Bar- 
Sinister that they cut them like chain lightning* There 
they are now ! **an(i Seraphia produces from her grip¬ 
sack a huge bundle of papers very carefully arranged, 
and, tapping them proudly with her index finger, adds; 

Receipted bills of Viscount Bar^Biiiister /u/// This 
over, I guaranteed the married couple jointly fifty 
thousand dollat^ a year (ten thousand pounds), and 
made the following contract ^i^h him, to which Tve 
got his signature : That under these settlements and 
conditions he—Bar-Sinister—is to marry Miss Bulger 
when she appoints; if she so elects within the year. In 
case she doesn't elect within the 3 ’ear, then the con¬ 
tract is null and void. For the payment of the fifty 
thousand dollar^ a year 1 have pledged one-fourth of 
the stock in ‘The Bulger's Bile Exterminator Com¬ 
pany/ which is ample security. Lord Bar-Sinister, 
who is business to the backbone, remarked it was good 
for IX hundred thousand annual dividend. Examine 
ihe^ contracts, signed, sealed and delivered I*’ and 
$eraphia would band them to papa to iaspecL 
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^^',‘ whTsit> the'matter f" I cf^', ([^r 

,iM»e wt^re going 4CJ faint, ** ^ .r- 
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; ** These lyUs ! " he gasps, 

^ *'i.i ^ 

^iteaks out in an excited* and awful’tone: 
ioi^lie, l)e f.orme’s carriage account, ^ Paris, -F^b^'v'. 

six thousand francs; flowers for Elois* ttoft|]fta^re,--*' 
,'^^ne hundred and four pounds, six shillings^and^ 
pence; bracelet sent Miss Seraphme de ia CoitC( 
hundred and fo^;r ^futneas, Seraphia !'' 

- has grown pathetic. This man who is marryitifg Biy^j j, 
dauEfhler'—Uiiw akr his MoitAi.s ?" ^ > ' 

But here is my cliaiice for freedom* 1 

as a British ticer'j^. Bai> 1 Jj<*ok at those 
L>c JAjrme's carriages ! Who is sht ? Eloisc, |SJ^- 
timore, a music hall girl, celebrated ftmjdoing Loridott,;' 
gilded jOLitli; Seruphine de la 6our, notorious dlsa/^"'- 
' f've seen her name in^ the papers; don't . 

■ ' ^ 4 ' 

deny it, Seraphia^ don't attempt to deny it. ^ Mainq^ 
‘Awit** Here I break out; ‘‘Marry /tfm/ Father^'; 
would you give your daughter to a man who ha^^e^ch /' 
bills as these ? Liiok t " I hold up another in 
for I am carrying my^oint; papa's fj.ee has ii^iiidtft " 
though terrified expression on it. '* Rent of Geoj^^e^ 
Blackbird’s apartments, London, Ma^ch 4t’h., »8w-- 
’You've heard of HKRh" ^ — 

As I mention this stren whose name . has be^a 

1' , ' * . ■■, 7 'It “ #. "■-. f ■ . 

biiteoned in the new'spapers of both oontitwirta as a' , 
■ jterrorto mankind, father shudders; ^*Gopd Oadi " ; 
"How could you/' 1 sob, h^0w couldyd^^jpiit you** 
lamt^i into thi^ ,wctf*s claws? Oh^ papa! 

, With this I’ihrov myself, into Lis arms and he, hbli^* / 
ing tt}Ms brca«, Out: ^ * Seraphim," 
darfuLvou?*'- ■’•’-' ^ 


ip 

■IHl 

■k 





and iftlc —M in'^elwtiioitf lifiSua? 


seiVTliinft^f and iftlc —M Ingel 
nifi’t-tn J^e niarlifet*” ' feest'/w^ sk^., 

I ^bmised—//ij in jkt 

kiok^i^ijvaiud, lie isn'i a drunlArd, I^b’s \fK$ 
,Vi!heW^:iirthe rest of 'em, he's a liandsOme, nice youSirf 

■■.Jt ■ ' ' 'i nfc w| ^ 

fe;n6w:" T^en* she sneers:' I suppose fiovr'you'U^ 
me for wa^^in^ your money." ^j 


' ; “1;do,*'"answersI- s:A^:tgeiy; hut maltes 
^"hlpipy by saying: *'Cheer up, E#ie,^you shull 
;;^arry^^t'iiiiWi of his moral depravity*’ ,, - 


^ Ti> T mumjuf; Thank you, papa; you¥e 

JL * ■ 


^Ire de<tf estj sweetest, [liveliest old papa!" then ejaeu- 
oil yierey,^ Seraphia, how could you Ipt 
j^iayvaiste bis iquiiej^ tiy mukujg such a bargain?’* ■ 

*; ^’-iMiaking such a bargain, you ungrateful chit!*' 


abntic confro^liog me. *^What do you mean, 

I ' Turning ydiir uose at sumething yo%' 

^ likveti't seen. I'll show you whether lie's a good bar* 

■ r H , 

vgai^ ,4?r not! As for yi>u Abu^i*, you i>aor, weak^ 
^Jneed speculator in lords, I'll relieve you from any 


ifomacial ^espon^ihllilv ill the matter!" / 

'* asks faiher anxiously, ‘ ,, 

^ l^AKfNG hlM MVSF.Lf! " * 

^ prfat Scott! '* erics dad. 

; mercy f" gasp I. 

contract reads ’^Miss Bulger,' " goes on Sera,- 
'M^^e3(;!C:itedly. “'I am technically f/je \liss Bu^ifen 
; Ti3a :jabt afraid of his moral character, I've t>cen a 
.0e{ftlSei*,Qf the ‘Society for-the-Reformation, of Hua^’ 
i bands^ .for teti years, and have - never' had a subiect to 
warlc’Oil; ; I x:an reform*any man! By. Connecticut' 
' ! ril 'Pec whether Bar-SinUter b^h'ayes' 

pH j P* A ■ 1 ^ ^ ^ 

jbl^w'Or’rtotsafwr I nfatry him I . Jum 
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I speak—ni aOcire him tw /jrv? miHftUi /*' Then the 
dear old eyt^s siiddenly j^row b\^ with some grand 
emotion and she cries: " 1 love him NtJW! Til take 
him. 111 pledge niy interest in the Hile EKtenni- 
nator for our joint I'll pay lire twenty' 

thousand pounds to yon, Abner^ for my darling*s ileblsl 
This contrary is mint:! 1 IfAVK HIM!" And her 
jaws snap as a dog's close upon a toothsome beef 
bone. « 

** Done! cries papa, 

“Brava!" sliout I. ^ 

Then dad chuckles, “ Kvie, HI pul the twenty thou¬ 
sand pounds wc pulT out of the tire^ into liniLctl States 
Goveriinicnt*s for ytUT." 

“Do,"' I say, “dear old papa." 

That twenty thousand pounds wail nice to add 

to my fortimr for (leorgc. My^fatv very radiant. 

**But/' fays Seraphia, sternly, “1 insist upon one 
thing." 

“What is Ihat?'^ 

“That nry future husivand—tlon’t dare to laugh, 

Miss, this is the ch;yru:e of my life and I'm not going* 

to lose it!—shall remain in ignoranretlial this contract 

was not for the Miss iJulgcr, but fwr Bar- 

Sinister be invited to live at this villa and be treated 

* 

with all respect as my a/hanced husband, Jf you don't 
care to be Lady Bar-Siiiisler and a Marchioness sotne 
day, Idol My George ij as dandy t^fellow as ever 
walked Piccadilly." With this such a grand light of 
possession asd rapture blazes up ht her eyes that her 
spectacles become luminous, _ ^ 

As she speaks of George, I think erf George, 

I seize and kiss and congratulate Scraphia, .whispering; 

‘ “ You're the dearest old thing fn the world—^no* not 
vM for auntie is growing younger and more tender 
she thinks of her approaching marriage, £ls most- 
-tAmen do when they are past fifty 
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To this papa adds, enthusiastically: “We'll give all 
our entertainments and blow-oiils for you, Raphie and 
‘ your ford, just as we would if Evie bad taken him. 
We'Jf raise the roof off, when you become ‘my lady/ 
Haste to lUc wedding." % 

Then he, laughing, and I, hysterical, dance a jig of 
joy round dear old auntie, who's going Ui he married* . 

**Thal's all nghl!" answers Seraphia, “ I'll just go 
out and take a dash on my bicycle to freshen me up, and 
be all ready to meet Ipni when he comes* They're get¬ 
ting in George's baggage now.'* For there is a clatter 
of trunks in the hall* ^ 

So she goes away happy and content?^, leaving papa 
looking wonderingiy at nie. 'I hen he whispers know* ' 
ingly, but wistfully: “ Evie, there is some one else?** 


And 1 answers ‘'Ves, there is; and Tm the happiest 
< f girls that you dTrlrfi let me /iteke a fool of myself and 
marry a man wTio lias such bills before marriage. 
What ivill he have afterwards’ Oh, poor Seraphia!" 

“Oh, trust your aunt to take tare of herself; il*s 
George Tm pitying,'* chuckles papa, grimly* “ tiood 
Lord! if he secs her in her bicycle*bloomers Bar-Sinis- 
ter’ll look two ways for Siimday.'* 

I can*t answer4h]s, for Auntie as a wheel woman, in 

4 

spectacles, knickerbockers and masculine ensemble is 
a picture to make men w^eep: at^least they always do— 


with laughter* 

To his merriment 1 add my share and go away happy 
as the slave rescued from the auction-block and think 
for an hour or tw'O of George* • 

But the agitation of the morning has been too 
imich for me.* I have a nervous attack that prr^veitts 


my playing the hostess in the afternoon, 

I am ^tlad of il, as I hear the voices of the guests as ' 
they arrive from the train, and send word Tm not well'" 
enough to go down* Let Seraphi^ t^ke alt the honors, 
to herself with her fiance^ 

^ r 4 r 





Tl- 

rt I > fc * ' 




“Heij here?'' 1 ask* lajigTJidly, a5 father'co^nes in 


i> 

■r 


to my room* ^ ‘ : 

^ ■“ 1 - 

Yes. Don't put your&eif out about hinit ■ 

says papa. “'fhe imported animal wouldn't bavit 

suited you anyway; you y/ant au aristocrat, and, ffcy 

(Topbctf Bar-Sinister is a business man. 

* A business man?" T laugh, Let Seraphia he 

happv with him 

“She will be," says father. “You sltpuld see her 
costume for dinner. She's got on a low'-necked misfit 
of Worth's that makes lier look more t/iWitgtt /than her 
bicycle bloomers; anti chc so loving lo him—coos over 
him, calls him*'her boy—Seraphia's duckey* You 
* should see him dodge her* 'You'll enjoy the sight-* 
to-morrow morning, when ytm are straight agiin," 

So we'll laugh together over the imported animal; 
Then papa kisses me iuxl goesBown* 

J have my dinner served in my roojfi. 

Suddenly it occurs to rne, as 1 feel better and 
refreshed, that Ml drive into thdtown to the Casino 
and the hotels, where 1 may meet George. * 

it i." like a Florida night—beautiful and warm and 
moonlit; he will be at the Casino; I w-ill invite him to. 


visit us. , ' ^ 

A quarter of an hour afterward my pony phaeton li 
at the door* 1 descend, not venturing near the dining¬ 
room, from which come the bun of conversation aiid 
the clinking of glasses, Scraphia's strident laugh iod 
little Mine’s knowing accents—yes, I hear her 
Behind Punch and Judy I fly to, the town, where I 
pass a delightful yet disappointing hour. I .wander ; 
about the Casino; I call atone or two of the hotels 
where I know some of the ladies, in the hope of seeing 
the man whose face hus come back to my heart; but '■ 
neither George nor Maddox*are visible* 

h * K“ 1 

., To-morrow morning, though—to-morrow 
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fte will surely be at the bathing place^ and the stirf will 
dash about so happily for Ua. To-morrow morning I 
will renew the dream of Tlorida, 

I drive back to tlie hous^j and am passing through 
the hall to the staircase to go to my own apartments. 
From the britliaiuly I'ghted dming-room Minces voice 
comes to me. It sjysi ^*Why Evie down? She*d 
enjoy M/>. iihe hasiiT .seen the coming bridegroom 

Curiosity i.i upon me; 1 will see the coming bride- 
groom, Seraphias future lord and master. On lip*toe 
1 go to the folding-doors. They ai% t*pen perhaps half 
an inch. To me comes in tones that smite me: “ By*- 
Jove, Budgerl had I known I should have been inter¬ 
ested in your Ej^tertninaior I should have given you a 
lowcr price on qmnijie/don't %CT know?'" 

I look tti, the blazing illumination dazzles me. Then 
something swims before my eyeiii for there, standing 
in the light by table decorated for fete, with 
Seraphia gazing on him as if he were her own, and 
f;esponding to the congratulations offered by the guests, 
is^T— 

Oh, Go<I of ^mercy! The imported animal has 
bitten me! Am 1 growing crazy “my George! 

How 1 get to my room I don't know, but no one 
secs me—thank heaven for that* 

Then something comes in und licks my face as I lie 
despairing on the bed. 

Oh> my heavens, jt is Mirie’s uncanny poodle! 

The poor little beast pities me I 

Abelard pities hie! 
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(hr Memoirs of JeUybird Madd^^:r,\ 


CHrtPTER IX, ‘ 

T^ITTLK MIRIF. AND 7 111’ MARQUIS, 

Bulger*s Villa^ August 

I T>ON*T knowa?t f ouj^fit to Ilivc iiiy hophiiuii m writ* 
iiifr of the advtritures of niy uiifortujiak' master, it*s 
loo ludickcrous. Hut llie astoiiisKing hyc-OpCFicr the 
Right Honorable George has retydvetl this afternoon 
makes me sometimes'think that my evidence wil! be 
valuable in a court of justice^ and I puts it down for 
future referring on the witness stand, 

ril agree to eat arsenic if isn't a co-respondent in 
a breach of promise suit by one' or t’other of those 
Bulger gals. 

Since she is betrothed to 'im I gives Miss Seraphy 
the title of gal along with Miss Hevelyn, 'cause I knows 
she’d like it, i£ these papers is used as jurisprudence. 

So without perambulation I peit^ccd in my record of 
the affairs of the Honorable George RamiUes Malplaquet, 

* ^ ■ / . , ^ 
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etc,* Cranmere, onct in Her Majesty's’Orse Guards, 
next travelling agent for Fink, While & Cn,^ drugs ajjd 
chemicals, and since then, by the death of his gfflSi- 
governor, as he calls hin% promoted to the title that 
his father held before him {as eldest sun of the Mark is 
of Fit^minster), Viscount Bur-^Sinister hj courtesy; in¬ 
vestigate DfhrHt^ Burke ^ and bother hautborities^yi ihfe 
Haristocracy of England. 

When 1 first find the 'onor of entering the service of 
the Honorable George, fit' was as high-tooting a cornet 
(I don't mean the hjnstrujiient) as ever pranced 
from the Guards up to St. Jamef^s, or did dutj'at 

Windsor thistle. He had Irloud and hreetling t(i spare• 
but no ihoney to distribute, for his father, Hugo Creasy 
Agincourt Craiimere, at that time Viscount Jiar*SiniKtert 
was as *ursey a lhff*ann as hiu d-tr[) au ofd reprobate aa 
ever looked oiilMie windows of WdiiteV in search of a 
pretty ankle or a jileasing face. 

Old Bar^Sinistei^ who is as downy as arrow-root, 
tvas only about forty-Jive ut the time I first laid 
eyes on him, as he used ttj come lounging into George 
quarters, and give Ills son whui be called good advice. 

He was a rai'i,^ 'mi at ihal; that's about all be did 
give his scjic He had run through the money coming 
to him as the heir apparent to the Markis of Fitz- 
minster, and his father, the old Markis, who was one of 
the same kid»¥.'yt at that time sixty-five or seventy, 
had given up signing checks for his eldest son before I 
ever know 'im—perhaps because his 'ajid was para¬ 
lyzed, but most pmlxibly liecausc he was tired of it. 
Bless you, the old Markis hisself was head over 
whiskers in debt; had spent everything in sight, and 
if it hadn't been for the entails, there wouldn’t have 
been anything for any of those that came after *im. 

Many a timq have 1 'card Bar*Siiuster, George^s 
> father, curse the Markis up and down and s'wea^ he 
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was robbing 'im; but that didn’t stop the Marki^^^^ 
expenses; nehher did it Bar-Sinister^s the son's; neither 
did it the Honorable George^ the grandson’s* 

When I first went into sqp^ice with the Honorable 
Mr, Cranmere the whole lot of 'em was about as badtj^ 
strapped as any noble family in England, which is aay- 
ing hail you can for hanybody, and every day they 
was gciting deeper Inn. 

Ah, Georgia, jny boy/’ 1 have oflen ’ear^ his 
father say when visiting the young man’s a/^arf* 
m&n^s just off Sloane Street, " why iJu you snioke 
such expensive ?" as he filled 'is pockets 

ffrom his son's cigar box* 

“Because you do, guv'ncr/' George would laughs. 

“ I only follow your example," ^ .: 

“Wfiy don't you marr^v that' dcjtimcd cotton spin¬ 
ner’s daughter, Miss Wolverton, you hidiot? " Bar^ 
Sinister would growl sometimes, 

“Because, by Heaven, I can't do it! She's cross- 
heyed!" George would say; fur tfieboyhad a wonderful 
hey for beauty; sometimes I think he should ’ave becn^ 
a painter, he liked /emale loveliness so much, ^ I've 
know him to go lo the same music ’all night after; 
nighjt just because some gal in the ballet had a leg and 
face to suit. “Besides, guv'ner, ^ that wouldn’t be, 
following your example,*' bis son would iaUgh, 

Which was true, for old Bar*Sinister hrsself had mar-?' 
ried Lady Claudia Lackland, fourth daughter of Lord 
Acreless, a gal of great beauty but little tin, who 

I d “ ii 

had died years before broken-hearted at Bar-SinisteCa. ' 
neglect; for, Lord love me! no exotic poet could give 
points lo old Bar-Sirtister in wickedness* .i 

’ Well, one day tbc crash came of course! The wrong ’ 
’urse won the St* Ledger; Ladybird came in second.* 

“ There’s nothen for me but to sell hout the.^enritie^ ^ 

my mother left me/' sighed the. .Honorable GeOf£pe:^i^^ 

^ ‘ . ■ J"/ 
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■Wt come *ome -from Doncaster* But blep^:y^^ Jiis' 
, giiv’ner as trustee had been ahead of antf i^enf 
warn^t no t^cuniies to stit houL ■ 

. /then George, pursued bj^duns and Sbylocks, throws 
up his commission and* to the ’error of his family, 
goes into business. I remember the bawful interview 
he and 'is father bad over this point ^ 

“I'd cut you off with a shilJing, Georgie, m/boy,*' 
snarls Bar-Sinisrer, 


“You've already* cut me off without a farthing^*^ 
says George, knocking the ashes off a 'alf a crown 
Havana, for the boy couldn't give fip *«n<^king regalias 
even if he gave up his commission, 

“Vou^ no longer my son," growls Bar-Sinister, 
savage as nitri<^acid. 

“That's demmed tfnforturjate for youmutters 
George, cool as a freezing mixture. “ For if Vnutof 
your son I shall put you into the dock to answer for 
robbing me of my iftother's jointure." 

“My God I how can the bone of my bone and the 
flesb'Of my carcass talk to me in that way and break his 
old father's heart?" cries Bar-Sinister, and 'e gets tears 
to ’is eyes, for h^ was mighty afraid George would per^^ 
secute 'im .before the Queen’s Bench for taking his 
mother's legacy, 

^ But George is a tender 'earfed young chap; that’s 
the.reason Z topk to him. And the result of it was 
that young Cranmere got out of England on a com* 
mission for Pink, White & Co,, to make drug contracts 
for them* 


Then'knock mi silly 1 how that feller did cram over 
chemicajs!,. What he doesn't know about drugs wou 14 
ptUKle an Antiseptic, I’ve got a wrinkle or two in thht 
myself as far as the halkali?—tra^jes of which 
note from my metaphor in my memories,. . 

/ . we all over the ttmghabitabfc’ 
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-world, making contracts for gums, juices, etc-, and he 
becoming a business mam 

Well, one (lay sfx months ago, after enjoying tlie 
Hamazon and lhe(jokl Confit of Jlafrica together, where 
George had picked Cip the fever and the quinine hahii, 
became up^to the U, S. to hinvestigale some niedi- 
cm^ in Southern Florida ; and 'ere hts misfortunes 
culminated. '1 he blooming toff fdi in ia^e! 

1 knew it by *is hye when he stopped in the sleep* 
ing car and said he' wait there until I brought 'im his 
cigars. 

*And he had reason to. Miss Hevelyn Bulger {don't 
fail to pronounce it Buig^^r or you won't get no tips 
from her) was the dossiest kind of gal; skin*as white 
as vegitable ivory, cheeks that glowed with cochineal 
blushes, and posing forjiim as*lieaurtfid as any Pear's 
soap advertisement in the L&n^on AVfirj. 

I knew he was knocked silly when he missed the 
train at Savannah, U- S., for he’^ a deep one, he is— 
when he's quininized. The minute he called for a 
twenty-one and a q;iarter grain powder J knew he war 
desperate, and when he saw the gal was going to miss 
the train he made up his mind to miss it halso. 

Miss Hevelyn Bulger doesn't guess it, but George 
had made a quinine vow that he'd 'know her afore the 
day was out— ant> he dii> I 

He knew a good deal about her; more than she sus- 
picioned, for I 'eard him charhng the porter and 
looking up her name in the sleeping-car plot afore she 
sent the note to him that brought 'im to her side. 

•I 

Not that he meant any sneaky business—only love; 
for he's one of the iovingest dispositions 1 ever saw. 
He gets that, along with halt his other good qualities; 
from hU mother—for his father hasn't any to waste on 
nobody. 

But I haven't time to hexpatiate over that Florida 
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smash hup. Geurge took quinine like mad and played 
his cards (or all lliey was worth, for he'ti wonder¬ 
fully bright and smart, ^nd quicker to act than prussic 
acid when he's under the rfiinfluence of quinine. At 
other times Ite's slow and easy goMtg. 

if 1 may epitomize 1 ivould say that bordinarily the 
Honorable George Ramitles Mulplaquel, etc., Cran- 
mere is a fairly bright, every-day young man^r^ the 
hupper classes. Kut us he says hisself, Put a dose 
of quinine into me, “Maddox, and it's the same as put¬ 
ting a mixture of Mach'avelie or Romeo into me veins, 
haccording to the strength of the dos^" » 

He took tlie Romeo dose when he was in Florida,^ 
and wodld 'ave succeeded very well hut sonie hinfernal 
influence knocked his love-making into a cocked hat. 

He swore it WAS beewuse I interrupted him at the 
wrong limes, bfft I believe it svas a little fcnmlc up 
to date kind of a gal named Mvric Anvdtage; though 
neither George mJl' 1 were able to discover 'o\v she 
did it. 

He was happy and cock-sure of his sweetheart the 
morning we left for Sontherii Florida ^ hut though the 
rest of her party came on the train Miss Hevie Bulger, 
the Juliet, didn't happear, and, and though he rote 
to her, never a blessed line did he get hin*rctort. 

He got so down 'earted he w'Ouldn^t take quinine, 
and the consequence was fell off in Romeo fire to 
such an hextent that he didn't 'ave the spirit to go 
after her and demand personal hexplanations. 

Then, blow me hupf how that daisy Mirie Armitage 
tried to mash poor broken-'earted George in Tami>a— 
tried to console himi 

She made tropical pieturs for 'im in the palm trees, 
holding the graceous branches about her ^ead, and 
giving pathetic effects with that infernal canine of hers 
'as she calls Habelard, and making 'erself look tike a 
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fairy gal m irhite Swiss muslm and big broad sasb«s 
and opeH'work stackings and het ccteras till she n^ly ^ 
set fm ctazy t But she didn't knock 'im out a little bit 
In the hevening sheM pl;jy her great baby act with' 
her mother, who wasn't haverse to it—being a bidder— 
for you see the little Armitage gal was just on the ' 
lin^^ between*a kid and a bud, as they call *eiti ta 
Hame^ica, and she played both parts as the hoccasion 
demanded. But George didn't care iiothcn for the 
himp, and One night on the veranda, when she tossed 
'erself with childish kick-abont into her mother's lap, 
a mass of tumbUd liir and laughing blue hyes, and a 
tpair of feet and hankies as looked like a skirt damcer\ 
he growled hout: “ Jf the brat’s sleepy why don't you 
send her to bed? ”' * - . ■ ■ 


Aricr ih(it I think the it^ik himp fqifiy akd him} 
Howfiomever, about that time camd along the news 
of the old Markis's kicking the bucket, and George^ad 
to go back to England: 

T ^ By the death of his father old Bar-Sinister became 
the Markis of Fiuminster, and the Honorable George.< 
ifras promoted to the Right Honorable George and 
succeeded in the courtesy title of Viscount Bar-Sinister; 
please look in Bvrkc for de|^ils- 
As soon as he w^as in thh'ltold country the duns and 
Shyiocks got to worrying George again, and giving 
a pretty hard lime of it; besides, Pink,^White kk Co*^ 


offered, if he would get released from his L 0» U/s, to 
‘ take him into the firm; they thought a titie would 'elp' 
'em in the drug business; so the Right Honorable'' 
George Viscount £ar*Sinister was deuced haaxtous tb 
get bis debts paid in a hurry, ! 

Just about this time, chappered by her mother; lit¬ 
tle Mirie Armitage came hinto London couit;cyc}e£^ 


j? 


How she got in Lofd knows; rich American galahHwEys ; 
'4ocagethih. ‘i suppose she *ad letters ^ 

, ^ ' r , ' . \ .if. " /■ 
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\ Put ho sooner ad the. Markis, Geoi^ge's father, 
pat peepers on her/than he became hattentivc; and no 
sooner did the little Armitage gal—who between us is 
as pretty a little hgger a^d as insinuating a little 
beauty as ever made an old sinner jtfipe *is hye-glass— 
knpw George's father was Markis of Fitzminster, Vis¬ 
count Bar;tiinister^ of the Peerage of Iftngland and 
Baron Donnybrook of the Peerage of Hireland, tfian 
she put her whole little soul hinlo catching and 


wa^ in a fair way do it; wLien^ as bad luck would 

4 * 

'ave it for her, she hintrcduces the Markis to an 
Hamerican lady, the aunt of the ^Miss Hevelyji 
Bulger who *ad played the Juliet to George's Romeo 
in P'loridat 

This lady was nosing round to buy an English title, 
and she, being a h^ismcss woman, came right houtwith 
snph a statement: of settlement that the Markis 
of FiUmmstcr dropped little Mirie Arraitage, whose 
mother wasn't so prompt, and turned his hattention 
to Miss Seraphia Bulger; and by pizenl would have^, 
signed contracts to bind liissclf to the Bulger family as 
husband in f/ic fuiure^ when all thS comes to George's ' 
ears. 

Then he, poorVidiot, to 'is own hundoing, thinks it 


waa for the niece, the gal who had played the Juliet to 
his Romeo, fhat the aunt was making the negotiations, 
Had this came about through little Mjss Arm Stage, 

,1 can see George now as he received her iiiiiy du^ 
and threw over an happointmeiit he had made at Pink, 
White & Co/s about a cochineal contract, and went to ’ 
Lfidy Southwood'H garden party, for is own hundoing, 
.poor wretch! * 

^ I read the note as it ;lay on his dressing table and 
made-^ copy pf it^arter he was gone* It was' in the 
ake#t fashionable feminrtic 'and,, each letter was a , 

■ - .'V ' ir - 

: long^ and the w^t twp hipches ^up and ^ 
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You dear^ natigluy Bar-Sinister: Little Mine 

itnows the Henglish liaristocrauy atul treats 'em as if 
she was a peeress in Vr own right, Hless y<>u, they 
likes it I Just put yourself on a level with and 
they'd ehum with you. Bow and cringe to 'em, and 
my lord 'em, they turns hup their noses at yrm and 
thinks you aVe a mibody; But to return to the letter, 
whici* T’ead: * 

E 

You fmn, uAuonTv BAit-SmisTKKr 
Why have you not heen to see since i arrived in Lon¬ 
don ? T have u. little message fur yon from a young lady you 
met in FJorMa, und^ will give it lo you ^t L^dy South- 
wood’ll garden pYrty tu-doy. Vou know you can come, and I 
know you have an invitation, though you aFTect not to like 
society. Yours sincerely, 

MtKAHiu.i.i: AmirLiA Akmitaue/' 

P 

That hinsinuation about a mt;ss^ge frtun his Florida 
sweetheart sent George off to liady South wood's 
garden parly as ([iiick as if he liad lakeit a dose of 
Glauber's salts, 

I can see him when he came baek fmlhing over like 
a seidi itK ptnvder, joy anti rage beaming in bis hye. 
From his iLextaiic bejaeulaiiotis I got a pretty good 
htdea of what the little Arnutage gal had told hiiti. 

For he went raving round, ** My darling—jealous on 
account oFtUat Miss Webster! ha I ba! ha!—Sent her 
aunt over to arrange for marrying tne—as proof of her 
love!—and the idiot aunt makes a (lidemismistake and 

i 

negotiates with my father! Cuss 'tm!—He would marry 
her, tny Hevelyn, 'would he?—Fll stop him, by 'eaven! 
I'll stop Fitzmilister if they settle a miJlion on ^im—=- 
he sha’n’t do itT' 

With this George calls for one of his Machavellie 
doses of quinine, twenty-tw^o and a quarter grains. 
That hextra grain puls the very devil hinto him* 

As soon as the powder got working 1 knowed by his 
face he'd hit the plan to nail his guv'ner. 
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Then hoif he bolts to his father and they had a hawful 
hinterview. George, braced hup by quinine, laid into his 
jfuv’ner *orrible; lold him if he married Miss Bulger he 
would pursccute him befor^ the 'Oltsc of Lords (that's 
the only way you can nail a Peer,of the Realm) for 
robbing him of his mother's jinture, and bullied the 
old Markis into signing a contract W marry Miss 
Bulger* Burthcpinore CJet^rge made Fitz^iflster * 
agree to gel the Bulger gal for hisselL 

Sf> the result was* that old Litzminster arranged a 
contract for CleorgCj Viscount Bar-Sinister, to marry 
the Bulger gal # * 

George signed it iti a jiffy; Lord love jc, he was^ 
so 'ap]>y be didn't want no settlements, but the Mar* 
quis hinsisted upon two things; the first was Mt// f/tty 
should pay Gcoryi^ dcbly Mnfin^ which Miss Scrap fly 
did like a slreak^of lightning^ second was that they 
should settle on iSar-Sinister and bis bride artcr 
marriage ten thousjyid pounds a year, made light by an 
interest in the Bulger's Bile llcxierininaton 

“Do you see how 1 am looking bout for your 
liinterests, you ungrateful boy?” ^ heard Fitaminster ' 
say to his son* 

So the contract was made for the Right Honorable 
George Ramiliics Malplaquet Busaco, etc. ,• C ran mere, 
Viscount Bar-Sinister, to marry Miss Bulger* 

Bless you, George was the 'appiesi man in the world 
coining over on the steamer* The only thing that 
knocked his extasy was that Miss Seraphia Bulger, 
who hung on to Ihi like^ hoyster docs to its shell, 
wouldn’t permit his gali van ting with any of the pretty 
gals on the boat; for George has a great hye for beauty, 
as 1 have before remarked. She w'ould 'ardly let 
George chat with the Armitage gal who came 

over with us, as I now buspccts, to see the affair houl; 
for now J knows what the fairy demon ^ hafter / 



1 


.. -:r/. 


■■If?'-'' 


I X 


. , . > .'. V ■ 1 




I suppose autit Seraphia means’ it for thV 
Bar-Sinister would sigh sometimss to little sty-pu^. 
Mirie, as they walked the deck on moonlight nights, for 
bless you, when a man's iHjthe state of Romeo fever 
that my poor masto*- was, he's got to talk about the ' 
gal he's sweet on to somebody. ** I suppose she thinks 
sjie's doing tSie proper thing, keeping my hyes off other 
yotihgdadtcs, as if any woman could make me untrue 
to my Florida darling/' Then he laughs 'appily and 
mutters: **As if I could think ofMoving any one but 


my Hevie!" 

, For the poor young chap thought he was coming 
, over to marry Hevelyn, the beauty, when he wals 
coming to marry Seraphy, the aunt, who was fifty odd 
and hof a masculine beauty that, ad it not been soft¬ 
ened by time, w^ould have be^n ferocious—Gad, how 
she would look at 'im through her spA^cs! 

When little Miss Armitage's blue hyes caught Seta- 
phy a-foUowing after and gaztin'T after Lord Bar- 
Sinister, how that artful dodger would laugh to herself. ^ 
Sometimes she would come tripping hup to me and tip 
me a sov and say: ^‘Vou faithful old sheep-dog, 
Maddox, how 'appy it must make you to see your mas* . 
ter r« t&ufe to marry his Florida true-love T* ^ ^ . 

“God bltss you, Miss,*' I would answer, “Bar-Sinister , 
has been so cra^y with joy that he*a not^ been sca-ack 
this trip and never lost a meal *' Then she’d snicker as' ' 
pretty a Uttle puss*in-boots laugh as ever helhn fay put' 
on for man’s knock out; for now 1 am certain she knew 
the hawful fate that was ahead of pbor B^Sinister; ,' 

But God *elp poor George, he dtWi fmg what wiftS/ ' 
ahead of him, and jollied over the Atlantic as ditzy as 
the mouse that scents the toasted cheese in the trap. , 

There.was honly.one n^irsty coincidence otv thi;;'' 
voyage. We was 'aunted by a little Jeweypfpofcjiig' 
filler, whose nan^ Z ionnd hont was Ijevison. ' 

^ r p-* ’ . jii k 



' ‘"I twigged be was a reporter come 'on 

^ ^ write us hup for the^ Hame^can papers, for 

the Vahkee journals gives columns ind columns of 
sickening stuff to any gal Tijfio weds*a lordting. 

, In fact, between us, 1 thinks that^ one of the reasons 
that Yankee heiresses likes to marry HengUsh lords. 
Before they does, the papers is hall pitching into 'cm‘ 
and their fathers, and saying their daddies is jjaitves ‘ 
and nobodies«ad ought to be in jail; but bless 3 rou, the 
minute the gal^s posted hup for the next Hinter'- 
national Sweepstakes with a lord for the bridegroom* 
cup, these ere gents of the pre^ forgets they've 
been blackguarding their fathers as 'nobodies and 

V 

descendants from butchers, and suddintly discover the 
family is of very hancient horigin and had settled on 
Plymouth Rock^bput tlje time of Columbia. 

But this Levh<jR 8idn*t turiT'out to be a reporter 
alter all. God knows what he was, hut he ^aunted 
us.,' I don^t mean t^b for a joke, but A uni Scraphy 
uB habo. Well, thb Levison 'aunted (George 
until George detested him worse than he ‘ated Seraphy. 

And when we tide up at the dodk in New York, if 
^ere was two things George "ated oti earth, it was 
little Levison, whb kept trotting around after 'im day 
and night, and Miss^Seraphy, who stood by Iwm warning 
im hoff, as it were, from any beauteous gal who looked 
^ way^nd there was a good many who threw hyes at 
Viacount Dar^Sihtster on that trip; oil American gals 
having a sort of prejudice in favor of lords. I don’t, 
^ know why tl^ has it, it ain't shared by their ludship’s 
V as ag^eral thing. 

jj ' ' ' ‘ 
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knows the number for I got tips from hall of 'em—► 
from a quarter to a dollar per head. They 'adn't taken 
much notice oft us in Florida when we was plain Mr, 
CranmerCj but Vij^coiint Bar-Sinister brought special 
co-reppondents from orery’^^here. 

Two ktiitcs of tlic quill came over from Newport 
to hask him jvhy he didn't come to that social elysium 
dii^ct^ hinsinuaiing that Narragausett was a low place. 

Newport despistiS Narragansett. Nansigansett ates 
Newport just as much as the Du|cli chemist that diS’ 
covered antipyrine 'ates the Dutch chemist as dropped 
on Rulfonal. Bless yoii^ they'd pizen each other 
with their owir drugs! 

But George grinned at the agents of the press and 
said two or three Don't yer knows," and **Fine 
country, this's/' and the other remarks usual to travel¬ 
ling Englishmen, when'^they wants to make theirselves 
agreeable, and sucked his canc and'sat on the Casino 
lawn, drinking Brandy ponies out of a tea^cup; as is 
the fashion at Narraganselt, it being a Prohibitory 
place as regards liquor—anti consequently very thirsty. 

All the time he was gazing at the passing crowd, bia 
heart in his hyes. 'oping to catch sight of his sweet¬ 
heart, Miss Hevelyn. 

But the Uttle Armitage gal sat at the same table at the 


Casino and took all the trouble off George's 'ands as to 
the knites of the quill, working hup her own social glory ^ 
in as cute and catchy a maun eras ever I see dan aspirant 
for social grandeur hex hi bit; for, bless you, she jollied 


with every reporter till she made him think she was 'aU 
in love with him, and laugheo and told them she hex* 
pected to marry a lord some day and would send 'em 
notices of her future hcngagejncnt, and chirruped: 
** Bar-Sinister knows what he's in Narragahsett for! 

Then she tickeled Gcorge^s nose with a* straw she'd 

¥ 

been sucking sherry cobbler through, to show 'ow 




intimate she was with the British nobility, as she' 
gigjgfled^ “ Kverybody knows the bcautiliil Miss Bulger 
has a ^^lla here," . ■ 


At which GeOTjTc haw^ha\^'(l fromyery ’appiness and 
looked sheepish. g 

But the knites the quill /itW know Miss Bulger had 
a vi)ia in Narragansett and kept thefr byes^out for her^ 
and one of ^em suddin^ly says: “JmgOj hejp sne 
comes!" • 


Then I, who had b^en standing near the railing, over- 

k 

hearing their remarks, glanced hup, and by Jove! there 
she did come, the heauteous Miss fft^'clyn, in as know- 
mg a hequipage as ever lady drove, two phimp cob^t ^ 
fiying afoce her, and as cute a Uttle tiger as ever was 
*orscwhipped sitting behind her. 

She was arriyett in q cold, pure, snowy, bismuth 
white; she had little* flecks of* blue like cohalt sails 
a-dancijig fnvm her dress, and a eonttirled CNpression 
on her face. * 


Saddintlyshc sees me and gives a start and *alf pulls 
hup her team and gazes round kind of frightened 
like; when getting squint at Bar-Sintster her hyes light 
hup, cxtatic Like. His peepers catch hers and a dazed 
and joyous expression seems io ctmc into them* 

Then suddintly like a flash something sccmftl to strike 
her, and I could see her face grow pale as if she'd *ad 
a dose of aconite hinside her, and a kind of twitching 
hagony comes over her lips as if strychnine was at work 
on her wltaK 


Quick as a tetaific spasm she sjashes her whip 
over her cobs' backs and flies like wild hup the 
road, nearly knocking me down as 1 gazed hastenished 
' at her, and most runfiing over a grass-wjdder who was 
standing in happropriate hjyLtitude letting a young toff 
in yachting costume tie a shoelace as had come 
^ ^loosePcd* is great at that at Narra- 

" : . , ' , . . 
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Bygmgcrt ^hat an heffcct it bad/on George V 
^ didn’t pay no ^ore attention to the reporters ar.ter 
than he would t\> so many misqiiitcr& on a South 
can river^ he’d grofVn so h^ger to sec her* Alf an hoar 
arter when the hit^^vitation came to take us hu|v u> (be 
Bulger’s villa he gave the ’ackman double fare to get us 
i^ere quick* ■ ^ ’ ‘j ^‘ ■ 

Artivlng at a beauteous place with lawns that run 
down to the sea we were hushered int(J the Ubt:aiy to 
meet the gai's fattier, as he supposed. 


I wasn’t hushcred in but stood*—! couldn’t *elp 
in a little hanter&om taking squint of their intenriew; 
for- they was both so much in a hurry, old Bulger and 
George, that they didn’t notice whether thr door Was 


closed or not, ^ - 

Their meeting was hexquisite and cordial. The. old 

I 

gentleman hembraced George and ?vekomed him^ and 


gaid: “My Lord Bar*Sinister, the lady will be in sOpn, 
she is himpatiently awaiting you*.^ Then we can make 
harrangements for the’appy ceremony/’ 

“The sooner the better,” cries George, heagerljr, 
and casts his byes about for his darling, while the 
geezer tells him as how the contract is all Jrig^ 
everything is signed, sealed and delivered, and '‘aads 
over to hihi the bunch of respited bills that Miss Serai- 
phy had paid for Bar-Sinister in Europe. This^w^s^f 
such dimensions as made George hopes his hOptii^^aii 
^astonishment “ I didn’t know there was sb 
^’em/’he stammers, . ■ ; 


^ “ Oh, don’t mention it, my dear Lu<l 

says old Bulger, who is a pretty' nice, oM 
the way, he gave me a ten dollar bill this 
■ ** You know hac^tocratic y'Duhg gents ’V-I 
Honorable George quiver aa he s^d 
^p %mcb aceotmi^of "ow you dirdw^aw^iyi^^oi^ 
, .:and.tbe btfls ];nte pp on ypiji^/'.^IduidwH 
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ow sbt fills on 


By Goliah! she hd^s no^idici^ 

^ tf^!c1ieckbook, God" bless her,*' and jihe tears cbrn^sT 
v. hintp tbe old geezer's peepers as hfc talks hof his daugh- 
>^ter, and tears comes hinfc Georj^'s hyes also as he 
"■ hears faei* fattier apeak of the ^al hi loves. 

, ■ ^ God bkas her/* mutters George, where is she? 

■Then 'earing a noise houtside he suddiiflly jumps ^ip 
' 'Bud looks out of the window 'oping to get a glence of 
' ttis Hevelyn. ' 

But as he looks, tib starts and glares and rubs his hye- 
glassand chuckles: ** What is it? " 

^ What is it?says Bulger, comiftg J^up to his side 
mnd tapping George on the shoulder, playfully. ‘^What* 
/is//? My dear Bar*Sinister, that is your future wife, 
my sister, Miss^eraphy Bulger! ** * , 

■ 'At this GcOrge gi^es^ *orrit^ gasp, like as if he'ad 

■ the death rattle lin the throat, and drops comertoes 
into a near-hy chair. With this, I squints out to see 
what had hit him mo 'ard, and when I looked hotit I 

* pitied him \ 

Y Thijre was Miss Seraphy, spectackd and in bloomers, 

^ rklirnga bisycul, smiling ut George and kissing her 'and 
.■.*tWra! 

' -V And what a sight she was! fen cannot describe it! 

didn't’ look like a man, she (fidn't look 
.^Ute a woman; she looked more like a wax figger 
age on a spree; and every time she'd kiss her 
George, he^ reel and gasp, ‘‘Ah*h!—By Jove! 
—^Awfully kind—don't yerknow—^h-h! Quite a little 
^ riMSaittic surprise—fey J ingo! '* Haw-hawin'g, ho-hoing 
^^'lie^hclng and chuckling to hisself like maniacs does 
' on ^e Btege; , ' ■ '■ / 

V=;^iien he sjuddintly' gives a kind of fainting gasp and 
y^ibiiiEtiiiar: ** Cotfd you give^e a B-’ ^ Si quick y- 

aaya the bid' gentleman^ and- “the" 


f-_. 

w look Ihrand:' 







Tip LAPP^ JU^JGERNAUT. 

George trymg t<^^sneak his hand into hie pocket' 
, and get a quinine powder to put it into the brandy; 

So I runs in and U^ys: ** You are faint, my lord; I 
■card the beii/' a/d when ^he B. and S* came I fixed^ 
a Machaveli's qurni^ dose. ’’ 

A minute after he had strength enough in a kind of 
way affer he had got the medicine^ to laugh sort 
)f HsU-ical when Seraphy came into the room and 
Jooked at 'im through her spectacles so as it frightened 
George— ske l^^td him so! 

** As you remarked* my lord," says old Bulger, '*it 
is* quite a ronj^ntiV surprise. What a flirtation you 
■ .'.must *ave had on the steamer,*' 

‘‘Then everything is—is settled?*^ mutters* George, 
fdUr do s^e look in his hye. 

“Of course; *ere aje your ^ G U*s, etc., 

all respited/' says Bulger, ^*Hcre is the contract 
giving the *appy pair an income of ten thousand punds 
a year, secured by a fourth interest‘.in the Bulger's BiJe 
Exterminator, and there is your future bride* my dear 
Bar-Sinister. 1 wish )^ou *appiness/* and he shakes^ 
George's hand, smiling and *uppy, and didn't know he 
was dooming the poor chap to de^iipair unutterablp. 
Then he laughs: “ Kis^ her, me boy, kiss her!'* and 
rubs his *ahds; sometimes 1 think like a fiend, for he 
seems to rather lienjoy the hinterview* 

But Bar*5inister when he's got a Machavelish dose of 
quinine hinto him is the deepest than in the world. 
He pulls hisself together, laughing: “That*s right, 
that's the way 1 like to 'ave you talk“-business, money, 
cask! Tm a business man first and a lud afterwards. 
When 1 come to America I drop the lud and am only 
business. This is a business kiss, Seraphia," and he 
goes up to her and 1 see him shudder^abut he kisses 
her-^not perhaps where she would have liked, but right 
on the forehead. he looks af Jthe ■bills: in ^ a 
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him muttCT 


*eta mutters wHefi 
fh in history, 
says to theirsclves 


icnocited out kind of way ant 
h i sseif; ‘ * JV^^/€Sfe Mgef ' 

That’s what they almost alt ol 
theyVe being condemned to de; 
blesse oblige/' That's what the] 
when they lose a 'undred thousand on the Derby and 
pays their gambling debts but forgets th^ir tailors 
washerwomen—“ Noblesse oblige!'' That's they 
says when ifley runs away wiih another feiier's wife, 
and swears in a eouft of justice they never sethyesonthe 
woman—“Noblesse oblige! *’ That's what they ejacu¬ 
lates when they wants to do anything jjarticular 'oisrid 
and hidiotical—“ Noblesse oblige I ” » 

Tve been hinvestigating the affair, but 1 can't tell 
what it means; sometimes 1 thinks it's a hoath 
their own fooli!fhn^es!i; sometimes 1 thinks it's a 
prayer to 'Eav«n; sometimes I thinks it's a sort 
of fetich like they has in Hafrica for the particular 
use of the haristpcracy and the nobility, I hit a 
hacknian one day who was particular cheeky, and re* 
marked “ Noblesse oblige! But it didn't work in my 
case* “ rii hobUge ye I" cabby said, and up and at 
me, and in two Younds 1 was out of it. **Noblesse 
oblige " honly works with the haristocracy. 

This time it didn't work with George,*for Seraphy 
gave him a kiss that made him quiver from head to 
' 'eels and whispered, ** You darling duck I" 

'After that whefl Bar-Sinister looked at her he trem¬ 


bled, hespecially when he gazed at her boots; they was 
BO determined that he knew she would light for what 
she’d got* 

But finally the hinterviewcame to an end, and I got 
him to his rooms^—magnificent ; but every 

time he'd gaze at them roceipled bills—and what a pile 
of them there was!—he'd mutter to hisseif “^obles&e 
oblige/' and Jqjak a pictur of despairing hagony* But 
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lawks blCBS you. ^aup the bok of *em.^ 3^'Ctttleit(t!f \. 
we ’adn't been in thcProom a onmute before 
*emj and tossed (emfjnto a drawer as if he wished they 
was hoff his friitid, ^Then I feave lum another Alachi^ ', , 
volly (I cion*t k:now\hexaclly how to spelt this naine), 
dose of qnimne in his roon), and as I dressed hjiTi' - 
for dinner, every now and then hekl throw up hta^'ands^ V 
and gro^n, and mutter “Noblesse obligef” 

Well, hiospirated by “ Noblesse oblige/*^ and quinine \ 
he pulled hisseIf together. ' h ’ . • 

1 rigged him out, ant! he we«t doirn to a swell din¬ 
ner party given in htfjnor of his betrothal tO’ the future. 
Lady Bar-Sinister. Whenever I mentioned the ' 

Lady Bar-Sinister, when J wag a-dressing of *kn, ^ 

ter would nearly go under. 

But lawks! George goes down *igh and savage, aod 
I follows arterhim, standing round thei:corridors, ready ' ■ 
to give him a dose of q^uinine if he is taken sudden^ for 
without it I fear he might burst hout and throw the whole " 
thing hover, hespecially when Miss Seraphy takes hfs 
harm so cheerful and beams on him through her specs ■ 
—how he *ates her g^Jecs^and hintroduces him to tfe 
young ladies of the, 'ouse party; Miss Ruth 
back, of Boston, and Miss Arorer Tolliver Johni^p- ' 
of Virgin ie, two deuced fine girls. ^ ^ 

During this, little Mirie goes hinto hexplosibneof hic^. . 
nocent laughter in a corner, where she has|f0t 
_ three toffs round her and is making 4ier^lf psattkeilir" 
agreeable to the swellest of thedot, Childers Wthth}M!i^f ' 
wbo has the reputation of being the thost Furtesn 
blooded,sport in the country, and little Arvid de,P<¥ta^V4 
who is doing.the heavy froip Paris| but bless.yoM,' 
butler tells me he is an ^gent for French 
he, hasn’t got found out yet. Though I twigged 
the dinner jiartjf that he/suggested to.Mr. 

JK^pder fifty caa«?s orKp**5es[^ey.j;Seetota.7few>f 
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-Pollc never 'tiikes 


yoftj youoj 
Iioiiaiere hiGself,; 

^ - r , ■ 

- has halso tn the \oust; B'j^ati« Munkacfy, the 

^UAgarjian from Newport 
. 'To-^morrow when the hews gets^ver there that the 
B^gers baa 'got a right down Henglish lord at the 
viUa, Mr* Jonathan, the butler mforms fhe, we*U *av^ 





any quantity 6f the New'poVt swells hover heiy, their 
specialty beiifg foreign nobility; Narragansett^s being 
gals in French bathfhg undresses* 

In my usual insinivating way, I made myself 
with the butler and the other hufper servants; the 
butler has showed me where the private liquers is on# 
store for4.He privileged* 


About this time dinner, was announced^ and they all, 
goes in to as dossy^ feed as I ever hadmired, not baring 
Belgravia or Ken-sjngton, and 1 keep wandering round ' 
the big ’all and keeping an ear hopen for Bar-Simster, 
thinking be may wgnt another quinine powder* 

Well, the banquet was about half hover, when some^ 
thing hawful *appened!! 

I was a-wandenng round, the ItgRts was turned down 
in most of the rooms, for the night was hottish, when 
hup HiGS a pony pheaton to the door and hout steps the ' 
.beauteous Miss Hevelyn, ' * 

. Slie 'adn't been down to the dinner party; her maid' 
Elute had told, me her young missus was under the^ 
Veither, - ' * 

Mfes Hevclyn come in, and hinstead of going 
to her she walks'hinto one of the 

lopks^ throug a pair of folding doors'hinto 
fining room, i^rhaps' George’s mice had caught 
■ bipfi'/or heb^/been ’i^h and mighty this evening^ try- 

40 drink despair hout of, .’im With 'wink as 
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I don't knolr^’wh^-'sbe^sted^b^ihf^^'^Te dfltle ' 
¥iort of a gasping sifti like Wrd& giveC^whon y^u_ wr&g_^ 
their necks, and*mAt faintdl.' I doji’t tltinltsbe woiiEd.,^ 
’ave got imp the flairs if u hadn’t b(fen for my *Tefp,,^‘ 
Khe was so knockt^ out she didn*i know Ihattl 'i^lpeti 
her up lt> her room. ^ ^ 


, * La)" ycr f<fl ty shiniiers to a «iniU, at this Vre minute 
she thifiks she walked imp stairs with 'cr own blessed ' 
legs* 

Well, arterwiixls, when masler eime in from, the 
dinner party, I told him what had 'appened. 

* " Does she Jovif me?"' he mutters, for T had given' 
*him another dose of quinine and he was blooming 
smart* ** is it some ’orriiile joke upon uS? What 
^the devii does it mean?" Then he looVcd at the drawer ' 
what 'eld that big bnncji of krtocjced out J (> U’s, and 
shivered, '* Nob Jesse old ige [ ” and wi'jit most craiy and 
got to cussing hisself and crying out against Sernpfiy, 
‘LMaddox,” he moaned, ^'shes tif^-rible ; she kissed 
me! She’s trapped me; she owns me! Slit's ns jealous 
as a tarricr, Maddox, when 1 think of my wrongs, 
Vm—I’m glad Vm gtnng to marry lien When Fm ^er 
'usband, Maddox, 1 feel like weepinj^j;^ for her-*^he will 
be so demned miserable y* 

Arter a turn he calms dowm a bit and I gets 'im to 


bt d* 


As I rites [ can 'ear him groaning rtow't 
As 1 rites little Mirie Harmitage" whose rooms are 
near us, just round the next corner, is playing on her 
banjo and singing to the moon merry little love chani- 
sofis. Sometimes I think she's a fiend incarnadine, 
’cause Liow 'l knows what was luthe Httle demon's mind 
tn England, how she laid her plans and won her Httle 
game, J'or, by causing George to bust up and destroy 
the coiftraCt of marriage his father, the old mark is, 
was making with Miss Bulge^t" markis was left 
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htlfeac^.what little Mine 

tracti{% Gt:orge and binding 
|s debts^dia big lot of money 
rer. CKorge Avas pervented 


r'lidpen to maity 'Aer, Vl 

^rmitage wan'i^' ‘ By 

■ H ^ 

him bjr the payment of 
dotvh/ to Mi^ ^raphia 

forever from marrying h1s Florid^ga), Miss Hevie Bui 
ger; so tilfc'flittle himp knocked two birds on the *ead 
with one stone- She got vengeance on iiar-SinisterJor * 


turning hup his nose at her, and she has tjje markis 
left hopen lo marry her and make her a peeress of 
England. * 

But, knock me silly! How did she separate the beau- 
teojus Miss Hevelyn and George down in Florida ^hen 
they was cooing together like two turtle doves? ^ 

Thar I *ave not been hable to guess yet; that Bar- 
Sinister* braced hup by quinine* has never been able 
to helucidaie, • ^ * 

Hall I knowfipts that now* as matters Stand* George 
is a-groaning in his sleep, iu the next room, in despera¬ 
tion [ Miss Hcxfdyn, one passage away, is knocked out 
and groggy with love; Seraphia Bulger is sleeping her 
old maid sleep proudly triumphant and dreaming of her * 
George and Qupid; and htllc "^lirie Armltage* dear* 
artless little Mirie* is singing her prettiest banjo solo* 
artcr the manner of Christy's minstrels, bon the balcony 
outside her room* and looking hup to th€ moon as sen¬ 
tentious as if she was a blooming hangeL 


** Wow* ^fW^AWE-Ol/GH !" 

I 'ears the whining of her cussed cur. 


tt IS that demned Abelard agoing to make a night of 









BOOK III. 


Thf. Frenzy at NARRA^Aiasig^i^; 




CHAPTER XT 


i, tit * 


MY YOUNG MAU ! *' 

« • 


Th£ next morning none but n magician would gueas 
that jn Mr. Bulger*s magnificent villa, Sea View, Narraff ' 
gansett Pier, snch heart-tearing episodes had bean 
transacted the day before, as have been recorded by 
Maddox, valet tb the ^ight Honorable G^rge Cran;’ = t 
mere, Viscount Bar-Sinister, , . ^ : 

Mi$s Evelyn llulger, the beautiful hostess- of thf; , 


assembled house party, appears in the breakfast-Toqin ^ ^ / 
as blithesome and gay as any belle at Narragansett; 
which if not the most exclusive is probably the 
dashing, and certainly not the most demufe, of AmeTt-: . 
can watering places. 

There is perhaps a trace of hauteur on the iace 
the exquisite young hostess as she greets the'RighC^^ 
Honorable George jn the crowded.breakfast room,.:^: ^ 

She murmurs; Delighted to meet you ai^d 
come you to America as my auni^s itanq^, 

Sinieter^ ■ 1the pleasure of #e^g you 

Florida jast winter*' You were theu 




^;“believ 
ister with i 


rti a little latig;uid 

" and remember ** as sbe 
veiled gMnc^ and the hand 


g^yiytsl .‘Thanks awfully for retyembaring me, Mbs 
was afraid you had forgotten me, don't yer 
returns Geoi 'ge, who has wallowed a 
3Bfe1itai?^lian powder from the hand of the faithful 

gatft at fach other; for One second 
ndnab^antly, next, love’s memories brighten both 
flfeirey^s* * 


’.George is looking even more dashing and fresher than^ 
h<^ dkt irr Florida; though perchance a trifle more Eng^^ 


Jish^ hft face having lost a portion of its tropical bronze. 
HeJs the same George Cranmere the girl has dreamt^ 
,of ever since sheiled from him. 


As for Evie, under the dtsctpltne of passion ber face 
become mor^ j and she has that rare 

brunette beauty that grows in loveliness as it becomes 


^ more ddkate* Her whole appearance would be ethe- 
reM were it not for the brilliant, als^ost vindictive, 

' viliracity that lighte her countenance; this is displayed 
even'in her dress, for the girl has arrayed herself to 
recftll the past—and Is a souvenir of Florida. 

. She h In a costume that gives her the dreamy languor 
jof ?thft tropics, the heat of this August day permitting 
of shinfmering, snowy, floating stuff to be gath-^ 
er 4 ^ about'her lithe figure and bound at the waist by a 
white satin stfarf, to grant many charming hints of 
di^gr^eful beahties of the form it ^apes 3 ret outhnUs. ’ 
T^ di^ blush rose-buds fluttering upon her maiden 
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Her eyes of soft hjpel by t leir glances give Geofge 

some terrible twines of re oUection, and. there 183 
pathetic look ij\ hi/ face aahe mutters : “By Jove ! 
When 1 look at you^ you' make me think Florida 
was but yesterday y' British nonchalance and the 
cruel position in which he is placed cannot entirely 
crush down Ihe sigh that floats ^between his white 
teeth as he looks on the dazzling beauty of this girl he 
has loved, does love, and will Iwtl He inows^ this 


now—more than ever since he fearS he has tost her. 
But the young lady has made up her mind to torture 
him^ and she mumjurs lightly: J^How impressionable 
^ou are 1 Florida seems to me as distant as if it were 
in the last century. ” 

“ Don't yer know, you rather alarm me/* says George 
W contemplative but savage ton^s^ Erie's speech having 
made him fora moment vindictive, say^ how^/^ 


yer must feel," 

Would it have made either of thpm happier if the 
girl knew that George, as he shaved himself this morn* 
ingf has muttered m piteous tones to Maddox that for 
tu'pence he would clit his demned throat; or if Bar- 
Sinister could Rave gazed upon the secrets of beauty's 
bedroom and discovered the imprints of Evie's pearly 
teeth in herdressing case door, where she had bitten it 
in trying to culm her spirit the preceding night ? 

But neither of them has time for introspection, 
for the room is quite full of people who are hungry, and 
breakfast is on the table. 

As they sit down, in comes ^eraphfa proud.as a pea¬ 
cock, but more modest than that strutting bird. She 
blushes when any one looks at her, but over her difB- 
dence is a good-natured smile that makes her very spec¬ 
tacles gleam; though there is^ an expression of dissap^ v 
pointmeot, almost of reproach, upon her face as' 
gazes at the cynosure of alt eyes, her betrothed, VIs-^ 

' count Bar-Sinister, ' * 
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For poor Seraphiahas been halentiag the corridors all 
the looming to catch thrsyoung g^tle man for betrothal 
greeting^ and would havc^gained hcr-wish but for the 
watchful Maddox, who has suddenly whispered r **My 
lud, she's just gone hinto the library, now's your time— 
AViW//*' At which the Honorable George has skipped 
agilely down the oaken stair and slipped mtothe breat 
fast room, where, surrounded by the house patjy, he is 
secure from*sweetheart greetings; especially as the 
company is large and the young ladies of it have a 


habit of lingering in groups about Bar-Sinister^ a lord 
not having much chaote of solitude io an American 
watering place, its belles being too anxious to know 


he has brothers. 


"Oh, Lord ^ar-Smister,'' says Miss Wayback, as^^ 
they sit down at breakfast^table, "you must bring 
over your brothoto be your best man !" 

At which Seraphia, with sudden blush, taps George 
upon the shouldeii, then covers her face with her hand 
and flutters: "Please don't speak of it!" 

"I should be most happy to accommodate you, Miss 
Wayback,"remarks George, "but I haven’t a brother, 
unfortunately foi*hini. Judging by myself, I believe 
you young ladies would make him very comfortable 
over here, don't ycr know?" ■ 

" AV brother mutters Kuth, in a disconsolate tone, 
to the intense rage of Mr. Winthrop, who sits beside 
her and loves hen* 

“No younger brother?" laughs Mirie, ivUo is making 
a very comfortat^lc breakfast opposite, “ What a pity 
there's no more'like you, isn't it, Evie?" There is a 
fairy-like_emphasis upon the last that makes both her 
victims writhe, 

“ No, but IVe^Ot a oousin who may suit," replies 
Bai-Sinistcr, grinding his teeth over a muttoft chop— 
he is ddtghted he is eating, as it gives him a chance to 
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gaud,his teeth flaobs^ed”'* young MiTjoritenSt^ bf 
the Second Life Guards. He'li be a lord seme' day iSf , 
four cousi ns and ^ two uncles d^c, Fe rhaps he 'IT 'ans^ii^^, 
Shall I bring him o'^cr?"' , . ' " ^ ^ ^ 

^*OIi do, cable hfin at once/'cries Miss Wayb^ck. ? 
** It would be delightful/' ■ , 

Cable hifM!" screams Seraphia. Then fcatfttl , 
blushes run over her and she gasps; '^Is the tiiTi&^ 
short, George?and goes into a boshTuI spasm , at 
which there is u general smile. ' ^ , 

“ It needn't be/' replies Bar-Sinister, grimly* “fiC'-'’ 
sid^Si” he interjects this nervously, “I have got an 
pncle and also a father/' Here he looks at Mirie and , 
suggests: “Shall I bring him over to do theT^atertial 
act?" 

At which Uule Mirabellc dallies *with her omelet 
gracefully and says: “I dare you! \f ^arty 

Mm,'* For this child of nature and art has a pla]^^! 
way of meeting attacks straight faom her dimpled 
shoulder and counters with the i^redsion of a cham*' ■ 
pion pugilist ^ \ 

This idea not being particularly to the taste ‘ of his ' 
lordship, he devotes himself to his col^ce so 

f ^ ^ m ' 

that be has of coughing at which Seraphia^"grows.,' 
pale, ^ ^ 

Then the breakfast runs on In the way breakfa^s 
generally^do in country houses where the guests' 
plenty^' talk about, sufficient to eht and dnnk^^. , 
^Ven't had.opportunity to bore cach .other. . 

Miss l^elyn, occupied by her dat!e^a3<bp^e^;%ito., 
but little time for anything save genera! ' 

says a few words to young Arvid del. \ 

the;next polo match at ifewp(>rt,an 
a iiand;.ahebas a little,conv^rs^on w^kl^ 
W^]irojf^oy^ liu? cruiae .the JJcir YopS 
his yacht wilL^I^ ^sbe 
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Kunkac^ty over to latest ke lias bix>u|^t^; ‘ 

'"fironi but sdll sbfe chaoceslto note that George's 


' s^e of conversation has^greatly changed from that of 
Florida. 

•t d 

> This young nobleman seems to^be continually harp- 
; ing on business in almost an offensive way, at all events 
/ ^ ,n'tnanber that makes Seraphia deddedly^ uneagiy. ^ 
* She wishes her fianoi to appear 9fify the apstocrat, * 
By Jove! he says, *‘did I ever tdl how I did Jonas 
Uiplcy,’ the Polo-?ony tiniment Man, in Florida on a 


contract for chloral—did him up brown, put him to 
sleep with his own drug/'and'gefes mto a bragging, 
Belf-landatory account of his Florida transaction witt 
the ast!fte Jonas that makes Abner Bulger at the head 
of the table qjiucklc, and call out^ *‘Bravol BravoJ — 
J)id him up! Tlmt'^ right! JJo up all the rival patent 
medicines in th^ountry! ” 

: yer know," replies George, “since I've an 


interest in Biiige*''s Exterminator 1 think I can make 
- very good contracts for you with Fink, White Co., 
of which I am the junior partner," 

..'‘‘^you're in business?” ejaculates Arvid de Polac, 
inHSupercilious a^onishment. 

' ^ /‘Oh, bless you, we Ye ff//of os going 4ftlo business 
' across to water, don't yer know? Thcre^s Lord Cam- 
jOfon,. he's in wines. He told me he had an agent Wer 
.' U Newport, do yer know?” At which young Arvid 


jjppowsTed as his dwn ctaret and devotes himself to the 
g^d things of the meal, of which there are enough to 
i;. de$ght a;sybari^*;the table being decked wijtb-flowers, 

' and'thevwhole appearance of the^ulger vilk^tlSt of 

■'p day is' beautifid, the bree^e frohL the .se??.' Boft^ 

: bak driven away nH -tmees'of Narraga^sett ti 
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i “YeSj it will soon *be the bathing hour/V returufi 
[jetaphia with deteripjnation, and rises from the table; 
for she is anxious to get tete*ri-tete with the young" 
gentleman sitting by her side. 

Then the company drift out upon the verandas to 
lounge about until it is time for the beach, the 
p^rty breaking up into little groups. But Seraphia's 
looked fur tete-S-tete does not take place^ as Miss 
Mirie Amiitage, from no higher impulse t+ian a Yankee 
would denominate as “pure cusscUness/* has deter¬ 
mined upon “chevying tip" the Honorable George 
and making Seraphia feel the full weight of her fifty 
^j^ars; and Miss Evelyn Valle Bulger has decided to 
show how exquisitely beautiful and fascinating*she can 
^be, because she doesn^t wish George to escape seeing 
the loveliness he has lost, * ^ « 

She know's now that fiad it not bteii for her own 
reckless, jump-in-the-dark act, tosising away the un¬ 
known Lord Bar-Sinister before she Ijpd ever seen him, 
that she would now be occupying Scraphia's shots, 
which, despite their size, appear to her as if they might 

g ^ 

be very pleasant number fours. She guesses now that 
George came over to marry her, not her aunt; that 
was the reason he had jumped at the contract Sera- 
phia had toM her all that, just before she had caught 
sight of those awful receipted bills, the record of 
his debauchery* She could forgive George, Miss 
Webster'in Florida^—that was not a vicious flirtation, 
even though it had caused her to flee from him and the 
land of palm trees. But his expendith^es brand George , 
Cranmere, Viscounf Bar-Sinister, forever as a man to ■ 
whom she would rot dare to trust her happiness-^T 
hec<iust sht l&V€i him I 

“The more 1 adored him,l^ sighs the girl to herself, ^ 
“the mbre unhappy he would make me* Those bills , 
are the sign manual, not of the light frivolity of careless : 

" - . . %r. ■ t 
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youthp but of the confirmed and cbntmuous libcTlinage 
of the rou^- Were he free 1 woulrf never be his! ” 

Siill she wishes him to know the virtue of bet own 
fair self that he has lost forever. In her agony she 
will attack every one, even poor fieraphia, who has 
worked so hard to get for her a title; proud Seraphia, 
who is now enjoying her first engagement, * 

It is with these views that Miss Mirabelle Aivnitage 
taking her besfpose^on veranda, and Miss Evelyn 

Valle Bulger, striving to look as she did on her last 
day with him in Florida, find themselves near Bar- 
Sinister, w^ho seems very happy in ftieU company, a^ 
this saves him a with Seraphia* ' 

“You don‘t mind a cigar, I suppose?'' he remarksj 
producing a weedj proceeding to light up, and taking 
convenient chair bc^w«cn the twi young ladies, 

“Oh, not at all,^’answers Evie. Then, in spite of 
herself, she says, a little twinge rippling over her face: 
“You remember 1 enjoyed it in Florida! " 

“So did 1,'” adds Mine, promptly. “You have n>y 
j>ermissioTi also. But 1 should advice you lo gradually 
dirop the habit” 

“Drop the—the*hab{t?” This is a gasp of aston¬ 
ishment from Bar-Sinister* ^ 

“Yes* Seraphia detests cigar smoke, and you know 
you wouldn't make her unhappy for the world* There's 
nothing like educating yourself to matrimony gradually 
before it comes." 

“By Jove! Seraphia had better educate*herself a 
little,” remarks </eorge, ruefully; and inwardly re¬ 
solves, if despair comes upon him in the shape of a 
Boneymoon with Seraphia, thJit he will surround him- 
seif with a continual cloud of Havana fumes for pro¬ 
tection from his bride‘s attentions* 

« 

“I hope you enjoyed yourself this morning, Lord 
^ar-Sittister,” (lueries Evie, affecting nonchalance. 




Wkfast?" •' '■ '■ 

'^Obcutlhat!" laughs George, 
and I have altogether too much senac.Ml^/^®^ 
strativBi don't yer know? WeVe not chirdt^,®(liUl 
»Miss Mine. * People of mature minds 
sclves^thc marriage obligations s^Umnfy,!* ^ 

'^Vbu look it^" remarks Mirabelle; ^ki 
fihqt will probably be her best, rises and 

Then for a minute George and his crstwMK 
heart arc prapticSlJy alohe. , ■ [if, 

After an uneasy pull or two at his 
apparently doesn't draw very well^ ' 
remarks: '‘Did you hear my story ^out ihli 

that business transaction in’St Augustine 
take you back to Florid^ Miss Isvie?” Sfe^sIpSt: 
little over the wprd. did me/' ' . 

’’ "■ *if 

' Then, despite herself, the girl icannot 
him one stab, and a deep one. shoiifii;^tlit|^| 
btt^ness man, Itk^ you brag about being,^' 
scorn in her voice, “could make his owa 
should imagine a good, stalwart,^ 

Briton like you wouldn't include 

trade arrangements/' / 

“Oh, by Jove t Come now; don't yer 
advice that made me embrace 
don*t jfou remember, while sittingTn thjft 
Fort Manon^that a wife should be hapj^ 
fortune with her husband, 1 
ge^tioD. - To tell the truth, I 
'iere"wanted to give me'a hint that 
Tier fortune with me.^ 
wanted 

,.i«^ry softly,: 


Bvi^blushes d^plf, far 
stands bbtweeu them, at her niece* 

^ *iWhat have^J^bu been &ayimr to Bit-Smister^—1 mean 

bfWge^" sUe says f o>Jy " \re >oii trastng lum > I 
th / pftJinit anyone Lo Uasc mjf Gtoigie—“Shall 1 
tfeorge > 

“ for God's bake, don t ^ ^ &ro ms itTc young man' 
m a melancholy and convincing way g ^ 

^JSreaamg hfln ^returns Miss Emc, forcing a laugh 
‘'lip, I was only what is called m England ‘jollying* 
him up But as it is ume for iht laaih, suppose we all 
dtJve there ^ That*s the prOgrammT, I b-Ueve—Ycfti 
Will c:omc ^ ^ 

"Worft P'' George's jaws snap together with the 
wca'd& • 

Thereupon FAie'ageiting no|^clialance, stiollsto her 
OwAroom to make prepar*itK>ns for the beach 

Btrt she IS followed by eager stcjis, and Scraphia's 
impatient hand is laid upon het shoulder and Seraphja*s 
,^(Angry vofce is m hei car just as she tnteis her apart- 
t ment, ^ 

^ The aunt says to the nitcc ' Now, Mis^, a word 
Inth you 1 woiil have you jollying up, as you call 
h* fny young man Uo you hear what I say ^ Afy 
man ^ You might have had him yourself J got 
hJl^i on purpose for you, but you itfuscd him Now 
ytrti beem to repent your bargain ' 
f f HofW do y6ti guess that ^ 

S *^By ypur looks' Haven't I &ccn you bJush every 
he gtms at^ou? 1 told you he was ab dandy 
feHow as ever strolled Fall MalL You wouidn^t 
^wtove You would tbioW him over Now injustice 
^Uaie ddti't you step between me and my baigam. ^ 

I Yolft young g«is get round him Jnjtflty to 
|t Mm discontents with Lis lot 1 woUldlfi{thave 
3R>U4 JWAiy tha £ttJe MineAntuUge 
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better look out, or I'll—ril whale hex This is said 
so savagel>% that Evelyn breaks into an uneasy lau^h; 
but her aunt goes on pathetically, “Now you promise 
me to let my (i-eorge alone. A bargain's a bargain. 
I’ve paid his debtsf I've taken up the contract. Evie, 
if you have one speck of the business honor of the 
'-BulgLTs, respect it. Don't dally with my last chance, 
fqr J'nj desperate. Do you hear 

Her appearance is such that it puts contrition into 
Evelyn; she cries: “Auntie, 1—1 didn*t know yob 
loved him so.’* ■ ^ 

• “I didn’t iov#" him yesterday; but now I've got 
chim, i love him more than 1 tliought it w'ould be possi¬ 
ble, My spectacles gleam every time I gaze on him, 

? And you—taking him from me—you aarc heartless!" 
“No/' murmurs Evip, deBpalrUigry. “I promise to let 
him alone/' * 

And Seraphia, beaming on her, whispers: “Then 
Tve a surprise for you, yoiiYe such a good girl," as 
she pats her niece on the shoulder, “ Do you know 
what Fm going to jpake you?" • 

** No! " There is anxiety in the answer, 

“ My first bridesmaid!" and Seraphia flics out of the 
room, for she has seen George walking down the path 
as if anxious to get Into the town by himself, and is 
determined to be his companion in his stroll to the 
Casino, 

Fortunately she docs not note theVffect of her words. 
For at thte mention of first bridesmaid Miss Evelyn 
Valle Bulger grows very pale. Theu^as the door closes 
with a bang, cutting her off from the outer world, ' 
Evie throws herself on bed, and rolls, tosses, turn- ' ' 
bics about, moaning to herself in a state of agitation" 
that makes her look very beautiful though marvelously ' 
unconvfentionah Fortunately there is no one, to 
ber'not even Elise. 
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After a few moments of vivacious agony, the 
girl rises, dashes a tear from her pretty eyes and 
mutters; “It is the bathing hour! The double-dyed 
vlJlain shall see what he has lost! That's what he is, 
double-dyed: l'!l—Til show him! 

For this young lady will swim in the surf this morn- 

« « 

mg. 

She is perfectly satisfied that she has th* pret¬ 
tiest bathing s lilt in ^Narr a gan sett; she is equally sure 
that she fills the bathing' dress to perfection; she 
knows she is a very naiad in the tvavcs and can swim 
and dive like a sea-nymph; and is fufthcrmore satisfied 
that Seraphia dares not don bcLthmg costume and enter 
the surf before that crowd of assembled lookers om 
Jfut sJie doesfitjinou^ SftuipMa / 


AFTER XII. 

ii 

, IT IS THE UATlIlNt; Efqt’k! 

Summoning het^maid and giving her directions, 
pretty Miss Evelyn joins the rest of the ijarty, and 
after a merry and short ride finds herself upon the 
beach at Narragansett Pier—that beach celebrated by 
pictorial newspapers; that beach young men, who have 
not visited, dream oi as a sort of briny Klysium, very 
much as the followers of Allah dream of the*paradise 
of Mohammed andfts myriad houris; that beach where 
amid laughter and love the sea nymphs of America 
sport in the sunny surf to the* joy of American news¬ 
paper reporters, who delight to weave fantastic stories 
about female loveliness undraped; that beach where 
Q^ny a young Adonis has received Cupid's* shaft 
plunges in the breakers, and many an, 
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enthralled swain has found his disenchantment amid 
revealing waves and clinging bathing suits. 

** By Jove! ""remarks the Right Honorable GeorgBt 
gazing over the human panorama; ‘‘This reminds me 
of the surf at Ton^a Island; only the girls didn^t wear 
anything there and were not as handsome/' He rolls 
"'his single eyeglass with a sort of Cyclops gleam over 
the yotiOg ladies ai the party, 

*‘For shame^ George," mutters Seraphia, with re* 
proving modesty. 

Perhaps we wouldn't be as handsome if we were in 

* ■* f • 

isles of the Padfic,” replies Aftrie, archly, Very few 
American girls could stand Tonga! '* 

Or// you should see Boulogne sur Mor," 
interjects little Arvid de Polac^ anxious to show that 
he is French and foreign, Til"warrant there isn't a 
titled lady in that surf at present," he poij^ts to 
Narraganselt water “Over there, you know, espe¬ 
cially at Trouville, we have marchionesses, comtesses^ 
baronesses and aristocratic sea-nymphs," 

^^Ya-as, here wv have only heiiesaes bathing," re- - 
turns Bar-Sinister with a slight chuckle, ^^Polac, 
you have the chance of your Save an heir¬ 

ess from (|rown!ng. Il*s better than the wine business 
I can tell you! " 

At this young Arvid, who blushes under the ierBihuh* 
tion, is happy to bolt into a bathing. booth to make 
toilet for his embrace of the sea. 

In a moment the rest of the party follow his 
pie, George would make his prepanttions for a 
also, but Beraphia, determined to keep him front jdia* 
ing the alturing nymphs^ indicates chairs on the plat* 
form of one of the booths, and suggests, ^* Let ua alt 
down here and enjoy the ii)eauty of thf scene, dear 
Bar-Sinister." ^ 

Thus compelled,, the Honorable Oeorge 
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beside bet, and docs, the beaity ^'the ^ 
eoe&e; for Narragansett at its best and bravest is in the 
sof‘ its season^ and the day is^as perfe<;t as an 
one. The soft blue wafers of the bay flow in 
HD^ ^e white gleaming beach in^a sort of lazy snrf- 
Ijlj. front of them upon the sands stroll maidens in white 
imdslihs and straw bats mixed with girls dressed 
mermaid, who have been into the waves orjre just 

.about wooing fhe mnbrace of ocean* 

The costumes of*these ba^thing beauties, though not 
as light and debonair as illustrated newspapers make 
tbemy still in some instances approach the graceful 
draperies depicted by American periodicals, at least 
$ufl&denlly so to give color to the wondrous pictures 
they have gtven,of Narragansett, to astonish and deUght# 

the.world. * * * « . „ 

“ By the by, you don't mind my smoking? says Bar- 

aeister, pulling out a cigar, and looking mediWtively 
and inquiringly at Seraphia. 

' Her answer horrifies him. “No,” she whispers, 
“you have taught me to iast the odor o( theJIavanal " 

• .This awful revelation of his power frightens George. 

With a gasp the yited goes into his mouth and he lights 
i lt.jm ,a;nefvous, agitated^way, as if he felt he was making 
■'tme-of his last appearances in the hapfly ranks of 

-.'hHCibeldrs. 

.'.■.A buff or two of the soothing cigar, and he pulls him- 
■‘. 'ylf together and'muttcrsi “ That's rather fetching, 

' fMicating with a wave of his hand a very chic costume 
;,VwW hy a maifi'who proudly regards herself as the 
tv.ai(eeaof the surf, and as such dresses in white jn con* 

W> the dark tilues and magentas of her 
‘iJMmiwding -companions. . “ I say, she would be In tsall 

Qeoi^^ecimtiaiies. “Atpre^W 
g^feemtadi pat of th^-ballet, doa;t' yer; kaoifr? 
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But this admiration does not please Scraphia. She 
changes the conversation by remarking severely; 
“Why did you make young PoJac blush by mention* 
ing the wine trade? " 

“Because he ;//(/blush, that’s the reason! 1 like to 
chevy him up a little. He doesn't guess but 1 know 
Jje*s the agent for Lord Cameron over here for wines, 
champagnes, etc. Jt's ineffably caddish to be in trade 

and be ashamed of it, Now^, I glort in being a 

# 

business man, Scraphia, The proudest moment of my 
life was the first time 1 made a thundering cute oper- 
atk)n—that's what* yow call it over here, isn’t it? 

you know, 1 glory in every sign of ‘ Bulger's Bile 
Exterminator;' the bigger it is the better 1 like it. It 
■indicates business energy; that's what I,like, don't ycr 
know; /t/aiftrss £mrj:[y/ ^ThatVwJiat T admire in you, 
Seraphia, busjnkss tn-rrov!" ■ 

But Jlar-Sinister's remarks on husincss cnerg)" sud¬ 
denly close with a muttered “By Jovi*!" <if excitement 
and admiration, as two nymphs come under his eye¬ 
glass. 

Evelyn and Mine, draped with bathing mantles, have 
wandered to the beach and now havt^ jthrown them to 
Elise preparatory to wooing the ocean. Mlrie he 
scarce sees/ for the beauty and graces of Evelyn’s 
narad figure is too much for the business energy of 
Viscount liar-Si ms ter. 

“1—I say, I'll go in for a plunge tnyself!’’ he stam¬ 
mers, getting up; and before Seraphia catl detain him 
has bolted into the men’s de|>artraent'"to assume bath¬ 
ing dress, 


His betrothed, who caimot follow George, stands 
undecided and annoyed. 

Two miuutes after, with aij agile rush before Ser-’ 
aphia cait stop him, Bar-Sinister is on the beach, has' 
plunged in, and George and £vie are tossing quite near 
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, .With a playful “ How arc yer?^^ the Englishman 
starts for the raft floating a couple of hundred feet 
beyond the wading line. But Evie is* by his side, and 
perchance would reach the goal before him did she not 
stop to give a half playful half vindictive duck and 
souse to little Mine, as they overtalte her. 

“Don't we look like children of natwe?" sputte^ 
Mirabellc, as she struggles on to the raft after them, and 
looks her character very much, being in a petite bathing 
dress contrived especially jo make masculine hearts beat 
very hard under salt water* for it displays quite craftily 
every lovely outline of her pretty Iktle muscles as sfee 
sports in the waves, ^ 

“ >V/rdo,'' says George, grimly, compelled to admir¬ 
ation despite hmiself. ^ 

“What, more'tljafi Evie?'* mutters Mirabelle, 
regarding Evelyn^ who is preparing for a sea-nymph 
dive* Then she adds, with astute vintiictiveness: 
“Wouldn't your .father, the old Marquis, like to be 
here? You know he does so love to play-^w'ith chil¬ 
dren!" 

“ Did he like to play with you, laughs Mtss 

Bulger, as she disappears under the winter that foams 
about her as she shoots off the raft. 

“ Follow my leader,'* cries George* antf goes after 
her, 

“Keep the pot boiling!" yells Mine, recklessly, and 
disappears in tfieir wake: and the three go into a merry 
game of “ Follow my leader," in divings and duckings 
and enjoy themselves wondrously in the warm water as 
they play h la porpoise about the raft. 

But there is one on the shore who, though she isn't 
the old Marquis* would tike to join them. The bereft 
Seraphia meanders up an<} down the beach as near to 
them as the water permits* careless of incoming ripples 
that wet her feet, and caUing wildly to heedless Geo^ 
to pome on shore* ,, > ^ 

■'^''■^1 .''h , , ■■■■■.. . ' 
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But b€ ^nnot hear her; dt aJl< j 

hear her; which is exactly the same thing la 
So wandering i^«od down like a hen looking atr 
tigly duckling in the water, Seraphia paces the 
beach—suddenly a tgok of tremendous determinate^ 
comes into her eyes and her jaws close with a bull^g^' 
Miap, mutteririif, ^*ni do it!’' ' ..;; ,^ - 

Five i^uutes after a figure that produces astoni^ 
ment, almost dismay, passes througjt tltfe crowd tlutt 
play beside the waves of Narragansett. In solid black 
from head to heel, Seraphia Bulger looks the picture of" 
womanhood in its iftost advanced form; 


not what is thought of it! Not that she is a skeU'- 
ton, for Seraftiiia weighs a good one hundred artd sixity 
•founds; but most of this is bone, and tbfi articulatio'ar 
of her joints are woru^ous in* ^heir deve1op|ne^> 
Besides, a solemn determination in the way she ente^ 
the waves, a savageness in the bend of her big Chinese 
straw hat which is fastened c^er her h^ad, indicate^he 


is a maiden w^th a purpose, and that purpose is to drag 

_ 4 

the Right Honorable^George Cranmere, Viscount Bar- 
Sinister out of the water. ■ ' 


'*Oh cracky!*' jeers little Miss Evelyti’S/ 

cute groom, to Jelly bird Maddox, who is taking in, |kie 
sights of the beach beside him, There's ds , 

figure for you." 

“ 'Ush you little ruffian," answers the valet. “ D^iiH ' 
you see it's my missus, is is to be, you're talking it^? 
■^Corblimy I she looks like a fair knock out for master or:: ^ 
Eueself for SerapKia's appearance mspirea awc-, ;■ 

But^ unheeding remark; she marchea straight as 
tide will permit her toward, the raft, ^eyery now 
then lifting up her voice and calling out “ 

‘ ; But Ge—^erge " and: the 
pleasant^ time to pay mu^; 


s^ nytepbs arehavi^jteo " 

j -f ■_ '* -.j, i" li - ; j... vV-*" 









7V€mvat«9T. c^vssm 

her witst, tltea deeptfately-alfftost- tei-^er v. 
;ithimlder& Her^ she. pauses faltering a^d cries' (rat ' 

' 1 ^ ji 

'She. hear the giggles from the girls as Bar-* 
iSi^ster is sousihg them; she cat^hear little Mirie ery: 

Gcorg^ push me up on the raft again She can 
George swing the lithe graceful forA of Mias Aita^r 
tage'oh to the floating caisson. Then she se^s him do 
Ihe same for* Evie^who looks even more enchanting 


than petite Mine —over his pkasant iask. 

Now all this makes Seraphia^ frantic. Not a 
. stroke can she swim; but there is the raft almost within 

“ r ■■ 1 

■ 'hailing distance, Anotlier step or two and Geoi^e 
'wtfi/bear her 1 Her determined disposition will risk a 
gftat’dcal tot carry its point. She doesn^t know tinff'* 
danger of the sea; HlTis is th^ first time she has ever 

^ in its deedtful but alluring embrace. 

, / She takes a step or two further out and yells 
. ,“Ge-orce ! ** ♦ And as the salt water comes round 
her and bobs her about she makes up her mind it wilt 

j ft 

.. be the last time * * 

. ; It ftcarfy, u: 

^ Just then Eiwe poses herself upon the raft preparing 
for another header, and'makes such an alluring picture, 

° (Outlined against the sky and tinted with the sun's soft 
ray^ in a bathing dress of light blue even to silk stock* 

■ ihjgs that di^lny limbs graceful as Venus rising from 
'■ the sea; that Seraphia cannot bear it any longer, 

^ She takes another step; the water deepens. As she 
' , 4ces so B. combing breaker blown in by the freshening 
takes^ her off her feet. She is afloat, or rather 

^ IT ■■ * 

'ihfi' isn't afloat, fof ^e finks^'and with a muttered 
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When comes up again^ the tide, which is now ebb, 
is drifting her out to sea. She splashes, she cries 
unheard by the laughing throng near the shore and the 
trio about the raft, who arc too much occupied in their 
own aquatic sports. 

Even now they might notice fieraphia, did not at 
'‘this moment ar<.ful little Mirie, who doesn’t think she 
is receiving attention enough from George, pretend 
to be drowning herself and insist upon being dragged 
on to the raft and slapped and revived and made much 
of; a prtmess which is entered into with so much athletic 
zest by Evie that Mifie very shortiy shrieks not to kill 
hej^ site is all right. 

Alone, unaided, her mouth filied with salt water at 
.^^ery yell, Seraphia gives just one piore frantic 
scream* The water is clo|ing rouAd h^r; she is already 
about to take her second descent to Father Neptune's 
caves, when a wiry looking, Israelitish litUe fellow, who 
has been sporting about by himself, noimne apparently 
knowing him, with a red Turkish cap over hts dark, 
' crisp locks, and a bathing costume that is as near 
nudity as Narragausett authorities permit, evidently 
sees her, ", 

For with a muttered, "By sinking funds! there’s 
Aunt Seraphim I If 1 let her die it will ruin me!” he 

puts vigor into his strokes, and catches her just in 
time, 

■ 

But he has very hard work to keep h(fr on the surface^ 
for i>eraph{a,*dike most people in danger of drowning, 
loses her presence of mind and would embrace her sup^, 




porter with a faLil fervor did he not hold her at aimss* ' 
length. This he docs, shouthng lustily for assistance^ ■ ^ 
" There 0 some trouble over there! ” cries 
who is still mounted on the raft " 
ter, Rouble <iter 

J '■ t ,1 ■ J *1. ' 
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But she doesn't get there first, for George's ftpid over¬ 
hand stroke soon places him to the fore. 

He calls out encouragingly: ‘^l^eep bar upt Be 
with yer in a minute!” And very shortly the young 
lord does join them and glares in intense astonishment^ 
for confronting George and holdfttg up Seraphia is his 
litlle Israelitish pursuer of his trip across the Atlantic* 
A second after Evie, the naiad, is with them, and 
all three together propel Scraphia into shallow water, 
where she is brought upon the beach in a somewhat 
dazed condition, having swallowed, as Mirie remarks, 
as she paddles along beside them^mcrc salt water frhan 
would gickie her * 

But on the beach Miss Bulger is not too disconcerted 
to remember the little fellow whg saved her life, ** Hoiir • 
can 1 ever tha^ik^ 3 ^>u ?” she says, looking at the 
aquatic little ni§n, ‘*How can I rtrr thank you ?'" 

“Beg pardon, don’t you remember me? I was on 
the Teutofik coming over " 

“Oh, yes, I recollect. Please wait for me till I 
have made my toilet,” and Seraphia, assisted by Evie, ' 
hurries into the ladies' portion* of the booth, while 
George and the lescucr confront each other dripping 
on the beach. 


“I am happy to have saved her for y<Ju, my lord,” 
says the little man, “ very happy. More happy than 
jv;/can imagine.” This last is uttered saUo but 
with significant emphasis. 

“Oh, I'm very much obliged to you,;^' replies his 
lordship, “very much obliged to you. Yer see, 1 
didn't know she was in> Thanks awfully! Do the 
same for you next time/'. And with this rather enig¬ 
matical remark he strides into the gentienian's portion 

of the bathing house, , ‘ ^ 

\W has Uule or jio exciteipwttj, 
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so the episode has passed ^ejfy^^iiicUy, ,, 
utes after,. Scraphia, comiitg tmt, ^nds her , pt'espni^i?5 
very handsomely .overdressed, and murmurs her 
again, believe I remember you on board the' 
TeuJo^u^*^ she adds, ^ ; ; 

^‘Yes, certainly; permit me," and ihe Jittle gentle^ 

■ ^man presents kis card; which is ■ ' , : 


RAPtfv^EL Levisok, M- D- 


“Ah, Dr. Levison,” she say*, “4et me thank you 
once more* My brother will wish to $.dd his tbdnts.tp; 

* “ T .' ■" . ■■ 

mine. Cannot you come to Mr, Bulger's villa, 

View, on the Ocean road?" 

“Thanks, I know it very well* I took a look at' it ' 
yesterday,^'says the little gentleman^j, . ' 

“Well, can't you''join us at dinner, Dr., LeViflosT^ 
remarks Seraphia, hospitably, ' ' - U' 

“ Delighted, thanks! What time did .you say?"-., >> 

' “Seven oTclock," ^ i' 

^ “ All right, sharp seven! " replies tlifi invited dik; . 

■/ “You don't practice medicine heref’^' ; “ . ^ ■ ’ ‘‘ 

^ ' “Oh, no, X don'*t practice medicine," he*dds.lrith:a;; 
HtUe chuckle that rather astonishes Seraphia but ^ 
'''miymnrs, “Thank you once more* ' An rev^;r^'i 
.meWn*" ^ * . '. ‘ ^ < 

* "^t^hen^ as‘the party go home, she whispers to her tw<Pfc^,' 
*^^a|'invrttd Dr. Levtsoiv^ the .gentlemau^ 

hit * '-t-V-jiVrj#* ■■ *'1'V U i 4. * 'J>.' -i * I tt . 4 .''.■’^iV,^ 







't nj . ,■''■■' ■■ ' ' ' r'i ^ r ' ..■^ ■■ ■ T L I ' ^ 

be ai^t.happlf jtp-do ^ 
poor Seraphta! ■ One ^one plunge; and you 
have been lost* and we were l^gbing^nd^ never 
.Oeorge—that Lord Bar-Sinister, and 

Hirie and I were practicing somersault diving. We 
-n^ver thought you would ventureen/* 

‘ ** No, ■' says Seraphia grimly, probity n&ti ^ 
, lEnt of aJl of the party George apparently cares l^sft 


about Dr. Levison than any of them. When the in- 
vhation is announced to him he replies: ‘‘That^s 
^ right- ThankSf awfully." But in his mind adds: 
" TlwLt djemned little fcHow is folkowing me again# I 
WOnder^wbat he wants with meF' Can^t be a detectige, 
don't yet know 1 ” 

; But he ha^'t nyich opportunity for meditating o^ 
little Levi sonj as ^faphia demands all his attention, 

, once ot, twice ^ying under her breath: “George, 

.'fancy if I had gone down the third tlme^/arrcyj " ^ .. 

This fancy a^nds George into such a melancholy 
frame of mind that he eats nothing at lunch though he 
is very hungry, the raeal is an exquisite one as re- 
^g^s Cuisine and service, * 

‘ All this corniAg afternoon he knows he is doomed; 

-' Seraphia has already announced it to him. She is going 
^ ■ to‘ take him over to Newport and introduce him to some 
' of. fashionable friends. The betrothed has planne4 
' as a triumphant visit to the fashitmable watering^ 
j^^iacCi whm she*is going to crush several friends whom 
as encmiesj by exhibiting her English ford to - 
^ thi*# youth who Is going to make her L^yJBar^ ^ 

"^sV fimister; this fi^ce who is about to give her oppori^^ 

i 

V, 

■ h . 

■r I 


fipeering at the Hungarian counts afai|:F«neii 
with which^ Newport ^ 

alto Jane** 




society 



1^0 ^ THE LADIES*' 

. " »• ^ •-• - % 

Tvho IS in a stiiky and sarcastic ttiood^ a'pd' * thliilfcilig: ^ 
When 1 come back 1 shan't be able to kick tirat btUe . 
beast Lct# ison oiit of here, because ke has; saved-my 
* Seraphia's life* I shall owe him forever a debt of grati* 
tude* By the Lord Harry! I shall have''to embrace 
him and take him my heart for saving Aunt Sera- 
vphia, my belrr tiled* Who is he^ anyvray^' Is he after * 
me for something? He haunted me on shipboard— 
dash me if 1 don't believe he's followed mt to Narra- 

t 

gansett* What the devil does he want? Doctor Levi- 
sonj Is he a rival drug clerk? Does he want patent 
medicine orders?' ^Whatever he is, Td ci>jt>y tossing 
l^m out the front door, if a window w'asn't handier. 

But Gkoroe, Viscount Bar-Sinister, doesn't 

^NOW HOW MUCH HE WILL LOVE LITTLE^LEVISOK SOME 




CHAPTER XIII. 


“it does me good to see a swell's, heart break! " 


Miss Evte Bulger does not accompany the New¬ 
port party* The girl is not in good spirits. When 
alone, she gives way to a curious romantic melancholy, 
which is mingled with flashes of spiteful rage, all of 
which are ^to be intensified, because when George 
Cranmerj; returns she is going to love him more than 


ever she did before. 

She doesn't know it now,*but she soon will 
This peculiar increase of passion is brought about 
by the visit of a society reporter in search of items for 
New York dailies, From which city he 
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^ .ta^“ y ^ ^ < 

c^injG. iqi^ this specific biasiness. 1'he intemationji) 
mirria^ has received certain telegraphic comment in 
the.morning New York papers, and this gentteman has 
been deputed^.to make a special trip to Narragansett 
to wr'te ap a three or four column Sunday article, il¬ 
lustrated tvith photographs, etc., according to the 
^usual .sycophtiitic manner of many of Hie New York 
dailieSSwi such international marriages. , 

This gentleman drives straight to Mr. Bulger's villa, 
and sends up his card. Y Please give this to Miss 
Bulger at Oxice/' he says, to the footman who an¬ 
swers his ring. *^Tell her my vftit is great ifti- 
portanc^n Jntmediate and imperative.'' • 

There being only one Miss Bulger at home the 
flunky does no^take the trouble to make explanations, 
but delivers the tStrd Miss^ Evie, who looks at it 
with astonishmeni^ then lliinks; *‘I wonder what he 
wants me for? Well, the quickest way to discover, is to 
see him.*' * 

A few minutes after she w’alks into her parlor to 
bring return astonishment upon her visitor. Looking 
at his card, she murmurs, **Mr. Roberts, 1 believe." 

Yes," remark^the representative of the press, ris- 
ing* Then he mutters, in apparent embarrassment: 
“ I—1 beg your pardon!" 

“I beg yours!" she replies, rather haughtily, and 
indicates with her fair hand a seat. 

^^But I sent myrard to Miss Bulger," 

Certainly," 

** Wcli, would you excuse me—Miss Webster—1—I 
believe—" 

Mtjs W^sUrt " 


'^Yes, Miss Webster; I saw you in Florida." 

Miss Webster! " The, name strikes Evie curiously; 
then memory comes upon her. As she looi^ht fhe gen- 
. tleman before her, she remembers him as*^ the^ society , 
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^ said hcQjied' iwt. to 'pifts' 
WelisterjL” stw repeats," loftiljr, ' 


Jiii^take: 'My namt is Miss Evelyn 
^^Ifhpo^blel—I ivtote three articles 
Miss Webster—MfsS Alicia Webster/' ^ ;/ 

'** About M|?'* she Fpitm; then crieFj.oid^ij^^S^ 
*^* How dared you think jny name was WebsterJ^’' / : 

“'Why, your companion, the dau^htes of yrour 
erone. Miss Mirahelle Armitage, tdid me ypur'iiataa 
was Webster! ^ ' /■' ' 

' ■ I I "■ “j" 

Good Heavdntt " the girl gasps, theii grbWs^^ifSj^ 
jgalCj but forces herself to ask again, if ste' cabiiipS 
believe; “ Did Miss—Miss Armitage tell yaa ihy ashiwe 


S 


!»was Webster? 




“ Why, certainly, I once heard^u, at^be Pbttei: 
^ de Leon, spoken of as iftiss Bulger, inqiib^ 
from Miss Mirie, but she assured me that your 
was Alicia Webster/' ^ ^ 

“ She said my name was—Oh, Mirie! Mbrief ^ 

Z'f'. 


pers Evie, her hand seeking her^heart to sto|i>;M 
throbbing* • 

^*Yes, of—of course," stammers 
the preset for the young lady's appeaTatot^;fiiafeife;jf^-^^ 




■ fe^ she wHl faint. “ I didn't doubt the 
as it came from one of your own paetyv’ 
daughter of your chaperone/' ' ' 

_ Mirie did that and “you believed 
there flics §- light into Miss Kvie^s 
rcporteij young lady hail gii 

of syooning. ^ 'But the girl calms hei 
^ ^ou$ effort and titters poli^iy: ‘ Whai 
;■ ■ ’ -f r;»isk..apy iafom^on 

»Wlv"4 






-fltrtick'if wiR be\for hia pap^^r^tbe 
.the auQt enga^^f to the EnglUh^ 
her, who will^ as a matter of 
tcij of, her Plorida flirtation I 
sees,^orge he will re^gnize Bar-Sinister as 
^fSi '^^rajmiere ol Bt Augustine; an3 this shrewd,* 
".-ipaTruiJ^dc vayjstigator will suspect, will reaswnT^will 
r fittipu^ ’Will/wA/zW,—Oh, my heavens]-*wilI publish! 
;t1biB flies through TBvelyn's bram, she deter- 


ehie must get Mr. Roberts aw^y before the party 
retia^s fro^ Narragansctt, . ^ 

j ;She will do by the only means in her powei^ 

' 4^;'Botit^ho'w or other, the girl contrives to’ keep,^ 
^* 3 ^f cataanfl g^ve t^e gentleman of the press 'jAI the * 
' even purloining a portrait o^ 

§^E^;E:|iphia for jobnialEStic use. 

f iJ'Then. as be goes away, the affrighted young lady 
;Jawhfl to hmeJI: Tve fooled him! he hasn't ray 
.Mr Roberts, of the Jacksonville Statesman 
,'flid ih New'Yoilf hasn't diwined my secret!*’ 

)'has! :"\ 

^ Roberta^ as he 

awiLy* ‘^ and very agreeable and accommodating 
■ Wil® Bulger alias Miss Webster ratJi^r 
’why she was so extremely affable,, 
fj|i*iwhen she discovered 1 had wdttea 
Webster What did I write?** ■* 

^ .New York, this yottng journalist 
the Items he has written about 
Cranmere in, the Jackson^ 
^7 1 - cRancing to a 

;i» a Ni?«pOTt 'Japet .tjiieo.^wr • 


W^: 


. : ‘ .aE in 
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begins to pie^e ibe sStoty. little by Httle m his 
subtle mitid ; ihowgh hte'doesot giuess the whole of it. 
Still, qoupleiwith the agitaiiion and his Nar- 

ragansett interview, Roberts knpws s^ifficient to make 

■ .■ 

two or three very exciting and interesting columns 
with startling head^lines; but, curiously enough, only 
, gives a prolonged whistle and tiiiiUers to himself: 
Pool* girl, what a beauty!^ And what a liJ^U^rliend 


^ that ArfniUgc infant is!" and doesn't his ideas 

up, though the temptation Is treinerfdous, as the New 
York papers commence to use very big type about this 
ti^c in regard the international marriage of the 
Right Honorable George Cranmere, Viscount Bar-Sinis¬ 
ter and Miss Seraphia Bulger, 

^ And Beelzebub below sheds tears over thisjournalist, 
who spares a maiden's heart alAhe sacrifice bf a three 
column racy article at iVo cents a li^^e, an^ growls to 
Lucifer: ** Here*s a chap on the New York press whoUl 
never make an editor! Curge his conscience! we could 
have had fun down here if he had onfy written her up, ^ 
The niece might have committed suicide. As it iSj I 
expect the auut wtii, before they get through with 


her!'* 


But neither of these catastrophes Suggested by Ills 
-Satanic Majesty takes place. ^ 

^ Miss Evelyn Bulger, the reporter being gone, now 
paces her chairiber, muttering: **George loved me; I 
was the Miss Webster; the girl wa% reported en- 
^aged to. ^ I was jealous of myself —my Heaven! fool, 
dolt, idiot— JEALOUS of myself! What simple but. 
subtle ingenuity! Ah; Machiavelian Miriel The 


more attentive George wa^ to me, the more Td suffer^' 
from mwspifper acce^ints of his love for Miss JjVedsUrf _ 
T^^at's why I fled from him. He was innocent of wroag^ 
“loriiJ^a-^eo|gc was innoebnt, T may misjudge him ' 
jit no^ .those a’^yfuL bills 1 If it were not for. 
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them I would love hija'ttow.- And. she who bfs done 
this for me—^Midet To whom’I ,-t>we six Jnoaths of ' 
latent misery—" ' ' ' 1 * ^ 

Thereupon ^hc"clinches her hands and writhes and 
moans; and if dear, artless littl^ Mirie could Have 
seen her victim at that moment,' she would, have ^ 
Jmpwn she had as fine a revenge as ever*viclous infant 
had lipA'weigning belle, » 

1 

Perchance oif h^r return to Narragansett with the 
Honorable George and the rest of the jjarty, Seraphia, 
did she know what produces Miss Evie's sudden head¬ 
ache and keeps her from the dinner tablt this night, 
would not be so happy as she isA For the day ha8 
been one of great social triumph ftjr the betrothed” 
in Newport* Har-Sinistcr has made the great hit of * 
the season and shelnm shared ills glory. Invitations 
have been shower^ upon them, dinner parties are to 
be given them right and left; and to the dance 
arranged for the next evening at the Bulger villa half 
of fashionable Newport is coming.* 

don't nee^,'* whispers S^aphia proudly to 
Abner, as the company gather together in the drawing¬ 
room, *Ho send tiiJt a single invitation in Narragan* 
sett; we could even drop the cottagers. JThe New- v 
port boat has been specially chartered and we will have 
a concourse of the smart set* Besides, two steam 
yachts are com^g over*” 

* Then she gives th*e signal for dinner, and taking the 
arm of the Honorable George, who has been stimu-’ 
lated by a convenient quinine powder, follows tfic pro- 
^cession to the dining-room. , . 

Little Levison, who has arrived and received Mr* 
Bnl^er'^s thanks for his natatorial feat^ is seated upoit^ ■ 
t^e other side of her, Sergphia has been very kind to i,* 
'him, and has given him Mitie to take in trf 
makes, as Mies Armitage giggle''s..to^)er5ie.l/.^ 
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tpoch^'pi her life-^he has ney^^t, 
lau^fhed so hiuch, ‘ ’ 

For little Levisoti is a rara avis^ Arriyi^ 
bUU that gives enormous display of" 
shirt bosom^ collar ^nd cuffs, and dlacgonded tik^ > . 
dlerk, the little creature -seems a mass * 

dney, aUabiUty, jabber, crisp oily dark curiy^hair^^^M^^ 
grimace and assurance* and keeps M«s Mt^e^ sde-"■" 
cessive spasms of mirth that punetpate the’' cout^PSjO^ ■ 
the dinner, especially after he has, taken a 
of champagne, t‘ Hy Derby day!" h&^vhispCT* into',the. 
pearly car beside him, I like Ameridkrf^dU/^ 

^ “Do you? How curiousr* answe^.MmCp^■ 
is the peculiarity of American swells?^' ‘ 

“What they buy there’s no discount on^“ 
curtains over there—wld-goid ifi m^tal upon ► 

real silk damask. Lord love ’em f tfiey^'ll^^l^meriey , 
at auction, they would. I was in a gjaasion 

not long affo, and-^so help itie*^ bob everything^ 
in it was Brummagen, Bless your sweet face* hoW 
the dealers had srrindled his lud^hip. He'd ;boi^ht 
neW'French china lor old chisoftni. and as fdr.^ titic* 

■■ ^ ^ ’ll-' 

d^brac, you would think his bouse w^ filled with tlA 
from Radciiffe Highway. Now, in tliiS villa' hay^’is;,:;^ 
put my hand on an article "^at isn^t gendwi aijd^, 
cotddn't be pawned^—even to the knives 4nd /■ v 

** Yes, burglars would have a picnic 
' Mirie, delighted. ' ’ ; ■ > 

Wouldn’t they?*’ returns ticvison.- ^^‘Thejf J 

‘ jBteal any^ing that wasn’t worth *ioney; 
plate I*m eating off—genmne oldglctw 
it paii^d. by Magli n; six—^h umph! seVeh 
and che^) at that, let alone duties, 
ief Yaint!'."’' Wh'tp I pbts ffly ieye' eii' a 
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|sS-,-&¥ot^:,''J-et me inspect!" Here fee puts his eyes • 

should think your get-up was worth 
‘^^^"£ye thpiftand guineas. I’ve no doubt you paid 
''i^^ipr it^tbat ruby there upoh your finger is a vepy 
i^rei oia, but^tbere’s a little flaw in iL* Without the: 
iW;it ^pwuid. i>e worth three thousand pounds itself; 
s.)|a|H« a?eTftbttes.. The dress you wear probably cost 
. 'gooid deal more than- it's wo'rth. The.:e French 

men-inillihers ape extortionate beasts to you Yankee 
,1jidies. V As^for^our twinklers; wetl, since the African 
^oiflppt haj towered the diamond market, they wouldn't 
go foit Very much—two thousand guineas. Of course 

■ 1. don't knqyr«tbe inside trimmings of your vestiAents* 
^l^y, TBBy be* very waluable, ^ome ladies is. But I 

;iBhau!«tfpW.yQu'^own at about six thousand pounds 
•i ronnd ^ thw market." 

■. ■ ■ “Ah.tYm worth more than that," says Mirie, 

'<Oh, of course you know I ddn't value you accord-- 
. tog tothe Eastenwnethod. I supppsc in Turkey—where 
•they do 'these tricks sometimes;" here he gives a hid¬ 
eous leer, “yopld bring a good price, aside from your 

i'hgenwal get-u^'?’ , 

-“Yfls,” laughs M.irte. “But I bring more m. 

■ England.. 1 am worth about twd million there.” 

Pounds,?, So help meV gasps the financier de- 

Righted. , 

^‘irjV^fifo-r-dollars!" giffiles Mirabelle. ' 

Wi. *1® American heiress and not.maiTied yet. 

a" shame.! What a slmme! You’D let me famish 

“ Belgravia. or Eensingtori-- 
you're goii^-.to marry a 1<^. .That’s 
.'of. afl : l^eires&e,s ..io ..this .opuntry, 
00^":'= ■ the -i^fentleiSah..^ a.®^' 
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me btiy youT; articles luxi^ you'll be swindled on the 
other side, sure as you're a Yankee! *' 

; ‘*Ab, you're a^pnrebaser of precious things!" 


“No/' he replies; “at present, I am a collector." 

“A collector of beautiful things?" 

“ Well, some peoji^e say I am a collector of very beau^ 

• tifu! things," atid the little genileman goes into such an_ 
insinuating chuckle that Mirie looks at him, tj^dering 
what U in his mind; 1>iit, all the sanie^thiuks it is u 
rare joke finding such a creature at Mr. Bulger's villa, 
and determines to get him an invitation to the gcrmuit, 
imagining his tlanCimg must be unique. 

^lust here she. suddenlj^ remembers how her escort 
has haunted Bar-Hinlster, and wondering what his huai- 
jjess is in America, proceeds to e:xannne liiiii; and 
though Levison is not a man to be'jjumpcd easily, astute 
little Mirie, when she retires with the^rest of the ladies 
from the dinner table, looks curiously at George, Vis¬ 
count Bar-Sinibter, and getting away herself laughs 
as if her very heart wiuild-ljrcak. 

Now, this conversation has been generally in whis« 
pers, and most of i/ has been drowned by the noise 
of the dinner tabic; but a few \vords of it have 
reached the Honorable George’s ears and have caused 
him to glarc'once or twice very savagely at Miss Mine's 
escort. “ He's not the kind of a creature I like to 
have sit down at table with me," thinks Bar-Sinister to ^ 
himself. “ I can stand most kinds of< queer people, but 
hang me if 1 can stomach pawnbrokers^—for cuss me if 
1 don't bfsUeve that's what the fellow is. I'll have a 
talk with him and tiraw him out after dinner." Which ‘ 
George, Viscount Bar-Sinister does, to Iiis own misery 
and despair. 

Most of the guests have wandered on to the 
veranda.. Bar-Sinister, enjoying the last of his cigai;^, 
has lingered at the dining table overman extra pony 
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of brandy, a thing,he always needs after ScrapS& hM ' 
sat beside him for an hour or two; Mr. Levisofthas 
lingered also. He cannot tear himsetf away from some 
Burgundy of 1874 , for Levison is as good a judge of 
wines as he is of other things. He taps, knowingly; a 
few of the plates^ and holds thftm up to the light, 
admiring the delicacy of the china. * 

After contemplating him for a minute or two, an ^ 
expression of <ii&gusl comes into George's face; he rises 
and strides toward the door. But Levison has a nature 
that resents his not being noticed. He cannot leave 
people alone. He springs np H^tly, and following 
Bar-Sinister, remarks, bowing; “Vour lordship's vt^y 
humble servant!'■ 

Von—’ 3 ^ 011 ^ have thtf advantage of me/' observes* 
George, assuming the' vacant stare that has helped the 
English nobility «ut of many a light corner. 

*‘My lord, I had the honor of pulling Miss Seraphia 
Bulger, j'onr fiancee, out of the breakers this morning." 

ah-h, yes, 1 remember now; many thanks, 
many thanks, thquight your face was infernally famil¬ 
iar," and George strolls into the library. *‘Egad, he 
won't follow me^ltere," he thinks. 

But Levison does. **Permit me," he say^s, and pre¬ 
sents one trf his cards * 

‘^Yes," remarks George, *‘of course, Raphael Levi- 
son, M.D/' 

** You rememb^ me now? I presented you with one 
on the steamer coming over," • 

**0h, ya-as!" returns Bar-Sinister, grimly;***on the 
steamer coming over there were a number of bores." 

ejaculates the Irttle fellow eagerly; ** yes, 
my lord, frightful borcsl 

At which George, looking steadily out of his eye¬ 
glass, snarls: ^*Ahd you were the curstdest bore of the , 
lot Gad, we thought of getting up a petition to the' 




capt^Q to throw you overboard.:! If we'^d 
ft wain £0 well we'd have done it^. I see by yOtit.cai^^';^ 
it isn't exactly clenn^ you should use a fingertioiri.fi^^'; 
^ dinner/'“Bar-Sinister tosses the bit of pafitebbwd/ 
away^ produces a handkerchief, and coolly vdpes ids: ^ 
fingers—‘‘ I see by font card you are a doctor! **: 

At this mostf aggravating procedure a vicious gteam . 
comes ov^er the face of the ill-treated one, JEu jeers: 

Ah! of course—I'm a doctor, and ^ra*about to pei> 
form an operation on you—he, he, he! Tm about to 
you again. My lord, Fm a doctorl" 

** So you acknowledge yourself a blasted charlatan: 
hk D. on your card~what docs M* D. stand for?'* v ' 


With this comes little* Levison's revenge. ■ It 
stands, my lord, ffn-,Manage" Debts,^ he whispers, 

“ That's more genteel tl^n collet 
At which the Honorable George la jghsr “Coltector! . 
By jove, a month ago,you might have frightened, me,.; 
Nebuchadnezzar!—1 beg your pardgn, I mean Rjfl;.. 
phael." ^ ; ■ /' - ! 

But unheeding th^is interruption Levison goes on: ' 
*'And I have followed you from England as a ftpecifti ' 
agent from your creditors there to t:pHect their' bUla 
the day you marry Miss Bulger," ' . ; / 

To this GSorge jeers in sarcastic laugh. ■' 

itors! I have no creditors, don't yer know? My . 
creditors have gone to the—bow-wows I Ahi . tfeitalc 
you, that's right, Maddox," he add$, as bis valet , 


pears with-his usual after-dinner dose ctf qutuktje^ 

** Thanlryou, twenty-and^ne-quarter grains? ■ 

on the lookout, M&ddox. . X dtink, 'M^.:Sbyfp^rf^^4o^5^ 

my creditors, who have passed, away! " ^ 

' ** I have in my pocket, my lord; dieapitd-i 
ity, the power of attorney to wltectsixty4dot,i>ti^^ 
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^^ijipettiaeat that otakee iiie Honorable Geei^'»t»wj ^ • 
..Ha looks it over carefully, then tumihg to his -; 
i^fet tl^ is just withdrawing, remasks:'“ Maddox,'go , 

' »p to .nay. room, bring tnc that large package-■of tt-J 
i cdpt^ billsj I wish to show it to Mordecai Levison,' 

M. I>/' * 

■ - ■'*.Yqu may jeer at my name, my iord,” returns'Leyi- 
son, snpjlihg, “but I don’t think you’ll joke when you 

Ipok at thosc'ceceipted bills.” 

‘•‘No, I never jeer ^\-.rectipUi bills; I'm not well 
enough acquainted with bills to take the liberty 

, »f being facetious with them, «R)ii't yer know. 'But 

. here they arc t" • » 

With this the valet enters with the large packetthat 

Seraphia has^ brought with her from London. “ Yon 
can go, Maddok,". \nutters,George, and his servitor 
having'departed, he remarks: “Now, Ahednego, per- 
mjtvme to prove to you that your trip across the At- 
bmtic has beetuas unprofitable to you as it has bebn 

damned unpleasant to me.” 

■ Thereupon, tapping complacently the bundle of 
documents," be ;pases them over to the little financier, 

; and jeers: “Receipts in full from every creditor 
I have on tartk. You’d hardly undertake to do business 
'for those that are wi ktavon. Dives— I ifiean Raphael; 
. you’d never cUmb up the golden suirs to give them 
! -theirdividend, don't yer know? By the Lord Harry, 

' you'd' cut up tW golden stairs and put them in your 

;.f.v=.;Bat George’s jokes and memment come-to an un- 
.'ijHiidly'end;' -Levison examines ^e bills, chuckRs over 
3;?^^ and sa^:. “ Yes,' I eecognttC .these'receipts, for 
" iiiosfroffeysfcif* , 
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If you'll examine them, you'll see they are the biUs, 


not of the f resent yiscoont Bar-Sinister, yourself, but 
.of the Receding Viscount Bar-Sinister, yom father. 
Do you know M;idemoiselle de Lorme, for whose car¬ 
riages he paid in Parish Are you acquainted with little 
Baby Bascome, «f the Gaiety? Did you guarantee the 
rent of the flat of Miss Mortimore? Ha, hj* ha!*' 
chuckles little Levison, The Markis a deep one, 
heVdeeper than his son* He conducted the negotia¬ 
tions for you, he, he, he! And he gave Miss Seraphia 
Bulger hh \own Nils to*pay, not yours 

‘^^he paid Fitz minster*® bills!" gasps Bar-Sinister, 
and drops overcome into a phain At last the imper* 
t^jfbable stoic ism of the British swell gives way for one 
stioift moment as he mutters betwetp liis teeth: ** The 
infernal cad—my father! " * ■ 

H 

' Perchance he would permit himself to be overcome 
with emotion, did not Levtson j^^er: Wljy, every three- 
ball shop in England isiaughmg at how the ^Maxkis* 
Bid his son." ^ 

But here the triumpS ceases. Bar-Sinister remarks, 
quietly; *^The Marquis never did his sen. It was an 
understood thing that Fitaminster's bills were to be 
paid', Lazarus-*-! beg your pardon, Meshech.” 

** I beg your pardon, nty lord, Raphael Levison,'* 
returns the little man, savagely. 

**Oh, what do I care about your-demned ftamc, 
Shadrach,'* remarks the Honorable George. *‘Whea 
-1 marry Miss Bulger-" 

' **Yes, Miss Seraphia Bulger,**'interjects his perse-‘ 
cutor, eagerly. “When you marry Miss Bulger Fll 
come to you.'" ^ 


— ./‘And, by Jove,” says the Honorable George, 

1 do come to me, 111 kick you downstairs. 

Li - ► P^y chaps as you.' 



His manner ts inch that Levison does get to the' /' 
door quiqk; hut tie leaves a dagger in the heart of the ; 
Honorable George, who is looking pver the ^bills ai^d . 
muttering: “Yes; I don’t recognize th^. My Godl’■ 

1 never was such a prodigate as these would make me.^ , 
There’s no doubt of it! And ihy governor, who did 
me out of my mother’s legacy, has now paid his debts - 
with m]^sale, the infernal swindlerl ” Then the un¬ 
happy aristocrat puts his head into his hands and sighs 
out between despairing lips, ** Evie I ” 

Looking upon his victim from the door, little Levi- 
son chuckles to himself: “ It does*me good to see a 
swell’s heart break! How he lied to me, ha, ,ha?i^to 
save his father’s the Marquis’s good name! How 
these aristocrats wince when their family honor ie 
touched.” ^ / 

And a swell’s heart is breaking! For with a set face 
Bar^Sinister is thinking: *‘This is a cropper! I can^t 
' face my creditors in England now, I am doomed to 
marry Seraphia* Where can I get the money to pay 
the advances s|ic has made for my father's debts? 
There’s no hope for me! By th(? Lord Harry, I shall 
have to kiss her wrinkles and love her gray hairs! Ah! 
governor, you Itnew your son would keep those bills 
good, because he cannot tell the world ^is father is 
such an infernal swindler and a low down cad. ” 

Then George’s head sinks, and the tears of despair 
are in bis eyeV • 


CHAPTER XIV, 

i 

iltRIE, THE DIPLOKATE 

' But here a soft voice frhispers in hi 
t^nes tl^t bring increased despair 





I'j A : 


,ii ti'iiTrtf ( .# ¥*■ u " i- '■‘J** B --'■ --^ 

'■reqtto^«h6^er qutoi*ie poWer^ j 

■ ^ It'^’cQmes from^^Mks-Etlej wlio J^a& ‘ 

^irjii fiy from a selfcommuning 

^ ^ , ‘■•■^ ^, '~' ■“ *■-,/ 
hCF, distracted. - ' . ‘ ' "■ \ 5>'‘^’r'';f:' " 

■' rfl ,, Jn^■y■%^^■•|^ 

M^fe beautiful, if .po'^^ibie, thati 
- ever seen her, ker checks arc alabaster* with tW-cro^^ '' 
bhdson them; her hiiiel eyes beam vrtth jjet, ^ 

saddened*sentiment. Bid she wish to u^rtore him by ' 
th<^ beauty that is lost to him, .her careless costume^ a' ■ 
mixture of evening dress and woul^ be the 

, veny tiling for the<buslness* From it her spit.arms' 
cQfne out white and gleaming whU every graiS^ul 
►gesture* Jn its loose folds, of draping white she wouW'^ 

, l^ecm a statue did hot the nerval^.strain-that hasooi^, 

, upon'her endotv her with sunulat^t^ vk*acily to liide.^jier ! 
misery* “ ^ * 

As he lotiks on her, Georgeface grows more set ' 
his Ups even paler Ilian before* . He Xj|ftgs, and 
" in a half-brokui way Evelyn! ”' ► , ,, ' 

** Excuse .me, that is not the rmae by 1 .fim'. 

•known to, you, sir, ^ she pemurks, wamingljr/^ — 

have forgotten your^f^ but I do net;forget/' ; 

last is a sigh* \ * #* . .,■ 

. “I dofiY forget, either^ .Good; Heave^]^ ^ 

■would like to’t"' mutfers the poor wretoh, ■■. 

^ ■ "■ ^ ^ 1 ’ I- "' 

, remember Fforida, don*t yer know^’ Ajtid^ ;■;; 

powder conamencea to’give brilliancy-boh^ • 

ih in k a, afiygh ted ly: ^ * C urse dhat cr^at ur^e :■" 

has a Rmnf^ dose, riot a Macbiayeli;'. 1 

tell her, ray loVe—despite rriy^lf"! sh^^lVtake;., ^^' f; 
my arms ana kias-bet* * ^ j , - 

■ ' ' “Then how cfiukl ypo, 

to.'marry—S'‘...whispers ItJie ■ 

. pounds'?' 

Ls LevisoV'^^whftt 





f "S,' ^ * . 7 ' ^ v; - ^' ‘ 

Ji,-^s*aorf =sp|t^ 

^j^*{^ii>r!li{*i'i3ioe oJ^T hafe:t]hirtlting jw''W?irfr{^i;. 

rnarry, that hejffe,I-< 5 CioljJ'telJ ypu'. 
■^y^;^%^3(>^^ed'■ycmi'^ .,' ’■ '■■'■ ■' 

■i’j'^*' m ^ ^ I I , 

Vjfls^ of love—the 

^JSpy’atsnt! poi^t d^re to speaft of it^to nie 

tie girL^ , * , t ^ 

.' j/:* You i^all iot think ^me indiiTcrent u> you- ‘ By 
'yoii tsgat me like.a villain bccauE^f 1 must 
nkarry-Seraphiu* Isn't that punishment enough? ^She^ 
paid aii those'blUs~r^;' , r ■ ‘ ■ 

*^:SrAw M/Isf Yes, that is the reason I tbliik you fire, 
a Vallaiirt. 1 could'have lo^ed you hut for those ct-#-, 
demnuig documents; those-hills^ that brand you as 
tmferthy the l<jve of aiiy tvoman, for, i have ihcAiiiNEp* 

V 

■ ' !To this Georg* utters a fiorrificd *‘Qood God!" 
filif the girl goes on, scornfully hut sorrowfully, **l 
fead 'fhfitr recoct}'your depravity, iniqviity and de- 

^ ■ ^ ' '« "hi 

iauebery andiidiscardt^Vyou—^frbm my heart I The man 
wWsp biHsiirc such as those is only worthy the con-;, 
ic^pt ^dmen who respect ruiltSiood. ^ i idon*t fire- 
itedfi to'beva^^iatnt: I'm not even one of the advanced 

' X ’ ^ 1* ^ ^ ^ ■ ■■■ 

Have pardoned a veneal siq, but-tt>Dse 
■MlS«f?V''sh«J'wtiifes.‘har iiand tov'ard the pSpers on tlw 

:mie:-.'. ■•: '-■•• -. ■■■ '■ ■. » ■ ■. 

'i ^Hj iGoa ):i They are not-'' % ^ ' . , . " 

di^ tioi^y and explainK' interjects the girl 
^Ef^Oidigljr,', ^^Don't dare mention them to%Leh- 
"i-t Aftd.iherie ? 3 fehje^ '6£ ■ contempt beau*- 

^ftaUkee^as’tliat fetilA ctf Tiis chtii and ..lii^ bloAd rises 
hiha^fand wpuid destroy 

;hop^ ;f 6 i; G<<N^e,‘mBtt^ brpkJ^lyr Kd/ i iaisn- 
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THE LADaES* jUfeGERKAtiT- 


Atid their love would be lost and their happiness 
would be beyond regain ; but the girl in her ciccite- 
ment ha^ placed* her hand upon one of the damning 
documents, and holds it up weaving him off with the 
record of his own sins; for George's eyes gleam^ and 
he is losing his hcafl as this beauty stands before him 
like a statue &( Justice, implacable, unpardoning. 

As she gazes at him the endorsement the bill 
catches lier eye. **' Account of Marioti^c Lor me ^ Parh^ 
. ^Pebruary 2Sth^ '' 

“How can you dare to look at me/' she cries, 
“Vith this bill tiAed February aflih, 3 iJ 94 , in pay* 
raent of a w^orthless woman's debts for Parts rioting, 
Ihe very day you met me in Florida’ Paris not¬ 
hing—the very day you met me in—Evelyn checks 
herself suddenly; thei^ screamSf a 5 if half delirious 
with delight: *‘Ah, it is impossible! Thai di^y you 
were on the train with me journeying to Jackson¬ 
ville, Why-" ** 

In a flash her fingers have run over the papers, 
“Georgette Ulackbtrd, March of*the same yean 
You were in St Augustine then I Marie Reeves, Lon* 
don, 1893, when you must have “been in Africa, 
Creorge, these are awful mistakes, terrible lies! 
Tell me what they mean—teil me! Vou owe it to 
yourself, you owe it to our Icrvcj '' 

And he whispers to her “Yes, curse noblesse obU^e! 
Tve—rvc been offered up enoughs Besides, I have 
no right tiJ sacrifice ydur respect for me, your love for 


me* ril*not bear your contempt, which I don't de¬ 
serve, Those are my father*s dills! " * 

“Ah! Thank God! George—your father's 
“When he was Lord Bar-Sinister and T was George 
^ranmere! 1 can tell it to you, because if you love me, 
jg^name and the honor df my family will appeal to 
^isper it to any one, keep it as-I will— 



L *■ ■ ’ - 

safe from the world* My governor^ v^hen he made the 
negotiations for me, which I thought w^re to bring hie^ 
to your side, insisted upon settlement^ I didn't want 
settlements, I only wanted you, nothing but you, 
Evelyn— yout —you hear me darling, you! But my 
father forced certain financial arrarffeemeats* One was 
the payment of my debts. But he didiWt give in my 
bills, which amcnmted to a paltry six thousand pounds^ 
but his own, tj^ose he contracted when Ijflrd Bar- 
Sinister, for forty thousand* For these are all his,—his 
wickedness not mine; not Evie, not mine! ” * 

“Ah, thank God! George, thank God!" Thtn 
they would be in each otheris arms; then she woulfl 
receive kisses she would think of aftenyards with shud* 
ders; but therejs a coming step! ' * 

And like guilty pcojjlc—not youth, loving youth with 
honest passion, th^c two shrink apart and look at each 
other in a startled way, as Seraphia's voice comes in to 
them, saying: “^jeorge, dear, Tve been searching for 
you! 

It is the betrotiied one, seeking her own; and the 
niece, as the aunt comes in, grows shamefaced and 
turns away* • 

“ Evie, Tm defighted you are better and are down¬ 
stairs* You do look as if you had really ^een sick," 
says Seraphia, kissing her. Then she steps to Bar- 
Sinister, and whispers; “ My darling is also pale* £ 
shall have to*nur;fe my Georgie* But 1 have an 
important communication to make to you* Yeu needn't 
go, Evie,"as her niece moves toward an open^window. 

“ It*s efen necessary that you know it. She won't 
mind a little confidence between us, will she, Georgie, 
dcar?^It will interest her, too, for she is to be my 
first bridesmaid." * * 

^ i. ^ 

At which the niece giv»s a shudder, as the 
tinuest “ Our marriage-day must be ^ 
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fettetv;*/ .■;: .J ■■ ,y f 

,.^^^hs^^cert9Atx 4:ffmmtnis ia 

thank it best'not to postpo,ne too^loi^ 

^ GUf happiness, C^r weddmg will i^itpp Joun^is^.dpm- “ 
meat;^ What do you say to a week from^to*d^?“,:. 

-*;.i * A week * from—from tcMiay ' 

' atHtffiyt*^sUimnerfe Bftr*^tai9tcr; “then he "4nttttei!S,dck:' 
^paiiiagty, ‘^Well, that's .as good as agy ^ttfer .' 

^ ‘*Then come with me, dearj I shall whisperit tb a- 
few of my particular friends, A bner will be so 'del^hted 
-^omeT' ForGeorge is standing in hesitation, a half^ ♦ 
formed resolution in his mind to tell the truth, throw' « 
f up the whole thing and let the row come now,^. The^ 
face of Evelyn as he gaze^^at- her ihak^ }ifa 
desperate. * 

But as he gajies, his eye catches the huge package ,of 
receipted bills; he winces, and follow^, reluctantly the / 
lady who has purchased hiuij to the veranda* ’ 

' ' Laughter and the buzt of happy^ gossip ahd :amidl.'; 
talk coming to Ifcr from the balcony\ 
girl from it, Evelyn cannot face the merry 
which she might even betray her misiry. , * ' ^ 

With a sigh she goes up.to her own rbbtn .and >rO;ui^ \ 
have a misefable hour or two with hci|^;^id" 
little playful rap aound upon her door. Tt is 
pretty knuckles that beat the tittocj, ‘ j : r 

To Miss Bulger's faltering “ Come 

* ► . ■" p t ■ . . i~'w w .jj'".*'. j-''.'"'V.:. '. j' 
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yfti' i^dJt'Jfev 

; ■/*;Tb^':fTb^'i^t joi^ali^'d^<3tcd 

iWdx'^cids/ticitediy aM 

, Bulger's purchart caitrie ^jTier fn th^ Tietilffiiit^ tli^ oliber ^yi ‘ 
J^lgtr l>c>Ught.U in Lod^cm.ss a gift ff^ hU^tstierf Miss ^ Sera- 
^Is - It is a^lofdi snd 1 b stayliig jm Buiget'a:viIl|^.^S|T* 
ra^gsWKsu** JiltSH Bulger- will spbo be l^dy Bar-Sifli|^t” 
Atrociouscries Evil!. - ■ ‘ 

' , .^* Atrocious?-'* (fissents Mirie, opening' hcrbliie eyes 
' a^ool^ed. “ Why I envy Scraphia;, tvc bjeeri djioif" 
to have that vrickcd paper print something about 
me; it makes a girl tlie rage^ NcT^spaper noiitea 
change the bud into the b611c. Why—why bow <mri- 
ously you arealoolutig at me^ Evie! Oh catsf ,what di3 
you do that ^ « .. 

This last is iif a frightened tone, for Evelyn Vall^ 
-Siilgef, has stepped to her bedroom door^ bcked it, and 
'put the key in fser pocket. 

“What's—what's the matter with you?'' gasps the i 
Armitagc, infanC “ YouVe—yt^'re melodramatic,^— 

' Help!’' ' ' 

For an awfoJ Medea look is upon Eveiyn'» face! 
:tV^‘WJhy_do you .cry out’ 'help/ little ^lirie?” she 
" jeers riti, i^spi|^ voice, “ Why arc you so fright- 
" ,cned,'you wnsehold pet?" then mutters yiiadicttvely-i 
??fe,it ^caufc you reraember Jifiss 

; Here'she might put v^geful hatrfsvuppa the pretty 

I'j-. j'i'Jri ■ 1 i:_^Jl_ J _.. i ^ _ t_T|* u-j. ' 



, ^The ; , Oeor|ie,i-iwas^; on ;,w^stw ■ ibc 

;>6rc ti^> Ity ' [ 

. ■t'4x . ■ 'J> ■'’ ‘ 




. Don’t dar€^ laugh And the look upon Evie's 

face is so awfut that panic comes upon Mine, and she 
easts eyes about to see if there Is a convenient paper- 
knife for the tortured one to stab her with, or a handy 
h|it pin with which the beautiful Lady Macbeth stand¬ 
ing before her may fhll upon her and assault hen 
Seeing that ^anic has seized Miss Miral)clle Armt" 
tage, Miss Evelyn Valle Bulger, breaking into a harsh 
laugh, silvers : You miserable child 

Yes ! that’s the reason I did iL Because I was 
such a child,’* answers Mtrie, poultngly. Then she 
cri«s out^ "You stipid, I wanted to do a favor to yon!” 
iJ‘A favor to me! Wbal i\o you mean?” 

"Yes, in my childish iuiiocencc I'm always sacrific- 
ing myself, and this is one of the rewarjls 1 get," and 
tears come into Mine's bright UI^ic"eyes* 

Then she bubbles: ""^Tou remembtir, Evic, you told 
me how you disliked seeing your name in the papers, 
I said Td do the trick for you, I jijd it ’ I kept 
your name out of the socia; columns. 1 told that 
* Mr. Roberts, of the Jackoavillc S/tiJesmaf/f that youf 
name was Miss VVeffster. Then, of course, your red! 
name didn’t appear in his journal, did it ? Wasn't it 
cuteoTfme?’ 

"Cute to-*-to ruin my life?" sighs Evelyn, Then, 
rage overcoming her, she breaks out in candid pathos, 
for she well knows the astute little wretch before her 


has probed every beating of her hpart J "But why, 
when you* saw my suffering, didn't you tell me? 
When yoi>saw I was distracted that morning we were 


all going to Southern Elorida—the morning 1 *would 
have been- so happy ! Why didn’t you open those de* 
ceitfdl little jaws of yours and give me o/re word of iruik 
, —one word that would bave saved my life's happiness 


" ' ^ne word to make me know that the man l. 
to me ? ** 


THfe LADIfir JUGGEUWAUT. W 'T 


“ I—rm such a child/^ poutsrMirabelle, ple^trtg^ly. 
“Wheii Tm frightened i'm such a child/ I was &cared" 
you'd do something awful to I was afraid 

Ma- 


** Oh, if you a child t mutters Evie, looking at 
at her with evil eve. * 

w 

*‘YeR," babbles Mirie, don't you •wish I were a 
Icn-y^ear-oldcr ? Wouldirt I catch it? But Tm not; 
Tm eighteen, a belle, just the Same as ySu,” 

**Oh, yes, a iielte I You are jealous. You thought 
(ieorge slighted you ; so, not content with separating 
us in I’lorida you've come over heTe'tO see him m^ry 
Seraphia and break my lieart—both onr hearts, for/ie 
loves me." ■ 


** Oh how misjudge me," cries Mirabcile, 

saint's look in Bcr, eyes, wanted to make you 
happy; but Tm always being put in false positions. 
1—1 have wept tears of blood over it." And with 
this astounding* revelation she produces some exqui¬ 
site Judas tears and utters a little truth. *Mf people 
will only let mtfc have my own^ay I'll not bother 
anybody," 

Then she astounds Evdyn by murmuring: “If—if 
you*il forgive me I'll fix it/' 

**Fixii? You! How?" 

* 

“Never mbd how, but Til fix it—some way, I can 
nearly always fix things* Besides,^! wouldn't like to 
have a row with you, because, Evie-" 

“Why?'^ 


“Oh, because! VouH find out some time,' But, oh, 
birdie,^von't it be a joke on old'Seraphia if 1 confix 
it I ^ar-Sinister'll enjoy it ^Iso. Wouldn't he like to 
sec you with that lovdy hair all down your back 
and those beautiful ivory shoulders—mine .are only, 
snow, you know**Oh:, hbwl envy you your 
And the little playful wretch ‘ 

^ -j > ' J. 1 , 






' lie 

■ kis^ aiemii^’^prgel _ ■' ■ ■■_ ■ ’, ^ 

•-" itot off -a'^Bap^i^fesseiai-ito^ 

r^ps ap.a'inass ^{‘blushes, rago -and dc^ai*ii;*kwf.'i*;| 
muttersi' Host ' daoe yqu—how dare • .you '■^i.,, 

-himr* .■’■■. * '■ • ■ ..; 

a t ' f f 

' "•^Oh yeii I vwll* because he’s irf love .with you, .Butv * 
I’d better book him at ouce. George doesn*t . 

stable family, ip affairct d^attwur, may take 
^fter his father, ' You'd better uE^ihGcorge whervhe^s- 
the humor. He adores you because he tbiuks 
he (Jan't get you, 'Bax things wiWfiim at oQce/* 

V Hew can I fix. things with him ai oHcg f How can 
I fix things with him e^erf'l cries Evelyn^ despairingly,- ■ 
Mow can I play the traitor tp my pooc^^unt when she^ ^ 
was true to me and brejught hii^ to America^^atfl - 
might marry him?” *, - t , 

*‘Did she do ” screams A^ic in astounded' un- ■' 
belief, . “And you threw him oVer? ^^ingol—You're ■: 
hot over bright, nit admit, Evie; but why ;.did you 
* toss Bar-Sinister over?’" ,c , ^ "-^v 

“Because I &iw hiS i^ceipted bills, that tiOw I ktjoif, 
'are hU fatherisl*-' sayS Erclyn shortlyy as'if ; 

Olid“rfhe interview^ ^ tv.' 

- ho r Greephoro, you-ve struck 

‘ ■'liHi'ghs Mine, “ Wasu^t it beaUtifuU ' JW^Snl ds^ 

' oh Fiuminster'R little game of gettkigte oml. b; XT;^’9 
; .paid, 1^1 loved.the dear old' rake;iqj; 

■ him ito m.ach! Fito is,such a ^ay! " ^ i 

■\ Here Mfes Armitage would b^eity Jocidar^ bi^ 

:lyidiit’aiVdul 

'Ir^. - Ii^ . _rfti M _*l-■^■' l.4.-^_l^ h'.' -i . 1 * Wt-'ip '■■ ^“"l, jl ^ 
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. rv ' 'Mias'Biilger astooaded** ^ \ .’' 

■'' mind mhy^ 3roii*H knnvi . in iime; ^. TliU,' 

rceeii^ a cable from abatniaa tbat tells ine^ 
all'ls'Sjettled-, Td^I'd like to l«%«i good terms viih 
: G«org«, for J am W be—never mihd jrbatl I'll help 

. "HowV' ^ 

1 don't ktiow hoyr, bat sometimes my childishibram 
Has flashes of Tnore'^tnre Intellect '^Kvie,^ sometimes^ 
I'm real cute.” r , 

^ , -s ► 

*^Then put your felflsh.diplomacy upon ffiifi inat|prj 

or by-”■ . ' ’ 

. let ye go; you^needn-t cktch bold of morf' 

' pinch* my arpis^ ^y're .awful 

; . 

...i*Siyearif f" ^ . 

I '/ Yes, ripg^^ar ft on the Bible. Perhaps I .can fljc 
it—I/«E7>Y/ fix itl Evie, don’t! Ouch I that, was an 
awful one. Mercy!—yes—don'tl . Unlock the door!^ 
r^ear it!" and with a scream* tlte Armitage infant 
j^cs out /bf ‘ the t-oom, And m the haljway communes 
herself; Josh! T^t was si.namfw eSIajjel 
^Sfie' looked' as M she might ■murder in« Fd -better^ 
r Ic^ej^^my' tnbm ' to ’ her 'or - feotge will'’ never 

want him. How shall I mafiage it I'll look 
.\;^e ;jB;rwikid tc^hight. Peih^s I may get a hint 
^ime’bne of .. 

’^'XhereupOQ i^e slides down ihc^ banisteri 

aii4.the^ 
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to it,^ r-emarks? “I-prestime you are anxious to get 
back to ¥fife and bairns in Europe?*' 

‘*\y;jfeind bairns/* laughs Levison, ^*Do I look 
like a married man? So help meJ Nothing would 
tempt me into that box but one of you pretty Yankee 
heiresses* There*s % good many of *fni about here^ 
aren't there ? '*, This last a little eagerly* 

**Ahl you*d like to follow Lord Bar-Sinistcr's lead, 
would ydt ? ** giggles Miss Mirabelle. May you have 
good luck!*' • 

Thereupon the idea that is already in her vivacious 
brain suddenly develops itself, and getting aivay from 
thj object of her cogitations*this young iady becomes 
very merry, chuckling: i*Wouldn't it be fun? Oh 
■ly, if 1 could 1 He's not married! Coi^dn't 1 ?—Per¬ 
haps I can! But ijo'—that's too tfifattlcal^ too improb¬ 
able. And yet it's no more wondeuful than making 
Evie jealous of herself in Elorida. If George is bril- 
Uant enough, I cjfi ! I wonder if Serjuihia will permit 
me a tete-i-tete with her own beloved Gcorgie ?" 

* Miss Mirabelle sets about this niiiUer so astute!j* 
that white Seraphia is*aUending to her duties as hostess, 




the intriguanU encounters George, wh© is bound for lus 
bedroom in rather a surly mood, and has interview 
with him otr one of the corridors and tells him/i>/.f/ 
She is compelled for the very sake of her plan to make 
a clean breast of it—Florida transaction—Miss Webster 
and all? and during some of this con’uersalion Bar*Sin- 
is ter looks ‘at her with a very ugly expression,- biting 

hrs moustache and saying; “Fd like—to-" 

‘*Oh yes, youM all like to/* laughs Mirte^^ you 
won't* Seraphia will like to also in a day or igyo,'* 
I'hen %he continues, giving George certain acute sug- 
jgpstions that make him ga^c at lier astounded; and 
himself as Iw turns away: “By the Lord 

little imp thtfe side of Sateii," ■ 
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But for all that the plan is so extraordinary and/ 
desperate that Bar-Sinister isn't in a particularly good 
' Immor, and in his own chamber, after receiving from 
the hands of the faithful Maddox his evening dose of 
quinine he groans: ^^£gad, scripture h rights the sins 
of the fathers are visited upon the sons/* Then he 
murmurs hopefully, “She believes inline—she loves 
me-—rtl win her yet; by quinine! I'll win her yet!” ■ 

So cheAed with thisdrugby which he sweart, George 
Ramillies Malplaquet Busaco Cranmere, Viscount 
Bar-Sinister, goes to bed and sleeps the sleep of the 
just; a performance that is not pavticipated in by little ' 
Mirie^ who uses her subtle brain half the night, q|id 
chuckles over her extraordinary plan the other half. 

As for Evie, she who has conscience, she suiTera 
from it. She th*nl^^: *‘Tf 1 win-^poor Seraphia!” 
But love is stronger than ethics, and she excuses 
herself witli: is for George's sake I do this, wW 

iny<nvn!'' _ 


CHAPTER XV, 

4 

tfoVE IN A BRIAR PATCH. 

* 

The next*morniqg the sunTises bright and warm on 
Naitagansett, but it rises on a surly,George* “ Dash 
it," he inuttefs tq himself, as he makes his morning 
toilet, I can't stand very much more of*this. The 
old woman is getting to love rae.'^ * 

His pleasant frame of mind is not improved by the 
appearance of a letter, which is brought in to him 
by his faithful Maddox. 

“ it has come across the water,” remarks the valet 

^ ^ p 

*^Oh, trust you for reading the postmark jmi'e .Jnst 
beggar! ” observes BatTSinister; nnd yx, ^ ' 
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. I oppose thii wilifinAyou cuwiog, in yw ntwl , 

nAjr^ your pobt old father^ for by tliia lime, I prciiwidi 
have beamed from Uttl« X-eviaoiii who has g<j^* aftef 
With the papers^ that ybtir 1* O. U^#i p(»t 'dhtta^ h^e i 
been p^d^y the lady you are about to jpUhe Bet"- 

aplflter. .• ^ 

trivial mietahe occurred ia this way; I didn^t^ d^; to^- 
havi^my bills, eapcciillj those connected with La Beilo^Blact^ 
bird, li<^uidated by roy future mother-in-law, who is, 1 utider</n, 

‘ stakdi a hard-shell Baptist, and wduld 'probably not look leVit" ^ 
ently on the frivolities and peccadilloes of my youtli* That in'' 
Ibrnal Blackbird handmade betself so cuinedly notorious lately 
ibs;t she would be sure to catch-Che uaifid. « 

Under thete dreumstancef, and deliberately pressed'for the 
r^dy, I permitted Miss Scrapbia Biilgcr to Say viydebts instead 
. of Some day| Of course, Hi make it up to you, if Ji<rt id 

the fleab, in nsy last will and testament, for^u know, I cuu^t 
leave anything away frumnyon, as ifeall entailed. 

* Besides,^ 1 am aware Miss Serapbi& Bul^r dotes do yon to 
such an extent that oheU pardoie any little indiscretione that . 
' may appeariu your own accoutits, ospedally as r kaciw yo«’:; 

, have been a remarkahty strait-laced prig. * ^ '^V 

Butt stin think h&t to give you a hint that IMk Leyie h&v 
3 ^ur hills for. himself at about a third bf ifbcir- ■ 
market valuej fnt 1 am happijt.to say that now afno^ koudkm / 
. tradesmen our name^ia up goo4 . ■ -t fl 

, I abooid ad^se to bint to ydllr %yl^ that 
with Miss ptUger that you woo^t be ? 

makd some kind of acompr^lse wUb'bt^^WiB:prdtH^rl^^ - 
about 'fifty ccnt( ydur wedding,'hWt WoW't 

you off.f^r losi th^ for 

^ I ■ suggest fhat ft wokldh^ 4a ^ f 
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,.P3*:^yroin Mihe pr^dhigi you c»q prob^ti^ly form «cfl 
4un About to J» Tuamed myite^lf* Tlys ia now fUcedt, 

'; id i .do pot you thAC I n.m shortly to giv« yoa 

,'A TAiy:boautiiiil mother. The young, iAd]e who wilt^. £00n. 

' limior'me by bocoming the M&rchibnc£s of^ Fltzmm«ter' l« ' 

" H^belU A^fftttage, who is at presentj 1. believoj wit1i y<^ir 

■/pifty in America.’' ^ ■ ' V ' . 

Pot Ei^me,reason or otheri yon in one of^ your uncontro^Utble'. 
frcaJu Df leinper, must haveSut somo slight upon her wheuihe ^ 
w^s a chlld--in Florida^ I thiuK it was/ ^fy nod be dutifuFtb' ^ 
b^tkt the iuture. Aa «u obseryer of the world T dob^t heiitat^o 
advise', ydu that the greatest mistake « young man can make 
U io'tiight beautiful and innocent girlhood, Jn two ***- 
three yea^ the* affron^d child may become one (d the 
belka, peibaps one ot th» leaders o 4 s 9 ciety^and will not fdi^et* 
when she £s in a past don to. requite ^ arty snub iecelved when ' 

' she was younger. Take tbeadviceof amau who has lived in this 
world to study it and who loves you, perbapE, tdore Ghan you 
di»enw.—F." *• - ' • ■■ 

■ 4 ■ ’ 


« This precious QJtesterficldian epUtle makes George * 
whUUft tp himadf and give out ejadulationsometimes 
of rage, sometEfno of surprise; but aft^r rpadiiig it 
ai.second■ tinte l^e mutters to himself: Good Gad [ 

. lhat*s tte t^ason she wants to aid me* -♦iittle Mirie 
doesuHjwajit^ Seraptifa posirig^ as hei^ daughter, ' Ti^t- 
, would Miss Sly:pUB^ too ycnerablel ” ' 

; ^ '.ited'GesurgS. ia^ighti Miw-^LrievifiAs precisely,this., 

■ feei* this v^. morning asi shc sits stroking ^ . 

, t^/cariitho^s chocolate coat and looking mte his know*^^ 
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comes to the wprst her daughter ssha^n'tbe over twenty^ 
and handsome. But to pwvent this unhappy accouche- 
mentj my Abelard, little Mine must do some work.'- * 
Which she does, sending off a letter that she writes 
with much care and biting of the pen and inking of the 
fingers, to the little*gentleman she has met the evening 
before. , 

Dispatching this by her own maid, as if rather 
fearful •f anybody seeing It, she claps* her inky 
hands together and cries: Abelard, wag your tail. 

I think your little mistress has cut the Gordian 
kn*>t, though SerajDhia would like to cm my throat I>e- 
fc^e Tve finished with her. ,Oh, you dear cute Abel¬ 
ard, wag your tail: you‘rj3 the only one Tvho sympa- 
^hues with yonr poor mistress. Wag vour tail for a 
chocolate, darling I'* * 

As the beast sits munSbing his caitdy ^nd observing 
her with wary eye, for his mistress ts of a capricious 
disposition and sweets are sometimes lowed by slaps, 
she suddenly cries: “ (J-reat goodness! 1 forgot all about 
his letter. I wonder what old ¥\lz Ijas to say, Whep 
J'm away from my Ancient I forget all about him!" 
With this she Opens an epistle adtkesseci in similar 
handwriting to the one Bar*Sinister *is perusing in an 
adjoining room, and after reading it, giggles to herself; 

Isn't my marquis a funny, wicked old bo^ ? Just you 
w-ail, you dear old rake, until I'm married to you! 
Then, Abelard, we'll have fun, won't p'e, \rith venerable 
FiUminstet? Wouldn't he Jove me if he knew what I 

p 

was over Jiere fori Wheugh! George must let me 
have 'em for what I'm doing for him. Becidcs, he 
doesn't love his papa. ,Bar-Sinister is an unruly 
son, isn't he, Abelard?^ What a family I am raarry^^ 
^jag^.into! Don't you pity your poor little mis- 
you don't; you know your little misEresS 
\n take care of herielf anywhere. 'Wag' 


#*>* 
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- y6ur tuU, Abelard, and V\\ give yau another choco¬ 
late/' vhich Abelard does, ^knowing obedience is his 
only safeguard from having Tiis ears well cuffed, and 
delighting in chocolates, of which he has assimilated 
Sdch a quantity that they have possibly added to his ’ 
peculiar brownish color. * 

Whereupon Miss Mine skips dovitn the stairs 
and flies into the breakfast room in a verj" Tu'erry 
humor to find^ Evie looking pale, anxidUs and 
lovely, George Imclsome and surly, and Seraphia 
dignified, but proud and happy, for it is one day nearer 
her wedding. ^ * • 

She has just finished arraiigingfor the ftstivities of tj|e 
evening—the german that will lake place at tlie Bulger's 
villa. Rather ^an impromptu affair as to invitations, it* 
will be an cntert^npient of sumptuous details. Lan¬ 
der's orchestra wiil play, the supper Wall be served by 
Sherry, floral decorations have been telegraphed for 
from New' York,, 'I'hesc do not take any great amount 
of Seraphia's time. With a well-trained corps of servants 
and an almost i^nlimited balance at her banker's, 

, lo entertain like l.ucuilus is simply a question of 
giving orders. 'Rhe orders have been given early in 
the morning; Seraphia is now prepared to devote her¬ 
self for the rest of the day to George, • 

’‘‘You have so little of unmarried Hfc before you, 
Bar-Sinister, you must give it tiU to me, 1 am really 
^ becoming a sentimental creature, don't yon think so? 
Does it make you happy to hare me jealous of you, 
Georgie? ** she murmurs into his ear, • 

**Ohr demned happy," remarks her fianc^ and 
victim^ So demned happy that 1 feel like enjoying 
a plunge.** And he looks longkigly aftet;, Arvid 
de Polac, Miss Aurora Taliaferro Johnson and scan& 
othcr.odds-and-ends of the house party^ are Just 

now departing fur the beach. 





, , ttet nearly drcwic^J ■ me V* she 
proach in her voie®, “I shouM think you'4 trembleJ 
^every time yoy heard the cruel surf/* . ‘ 

This ts enforced by a rather petulant pout > and ; pi*., 
thetic trembiings; for ^ Seraphia^ filled with 
preaching joys of marriage^ is no fonger the sWia 
. business woman of yore, but is growing into the sim- 
p< 5 ring and affcctei maiden of intense vsentiment and 
heart. She is in a ^tate of mind that make* 
her fear the influence of all young and pretty ^1* 
cUpon George—most of all of EvelynIf she were 
asked she could hardly tell whj^^ ..*Eveii in her rOifn 
mind the aunt scarce gu%sses the reason of . this occult - 
jealousy of her niece, save that she now knows Geoige 
aud Evie liave met before In St* Augustine, * ■ 

So try how he all thh morning, Seraphia*s iflaitc^ 

f gets no opportunity of converse rjith his e^twfci|p' 
Florida sweetheart, Once he would follow Mias- EVie 

p ^ f ' ^ 

into the grounds^ w^here she has geme to plucjc sdune 
flowers; but Seraphia detains him.to hold her 
*‘I'm,work«g a^ornforter for you, my bpy,’^ 

' * You ought to do your little share, ^ f think ryou Ip<59t ^ 
beautiful this wav* so domestic t" ■ ^ ' ■ 

♦ jir , , ' * t 

. . So Har-Sinistcr sits before her in surly.biood, hbld]irj|*; ‘ 
the worsted in bis brown hands and " 

*undeT tlw domination of Omph^de,: VA 
gives Mine spasms of.delight,; 

\'A^ few minutes .after Qfor^ ettddfiniy.:.^h^y^^e""' 
.wcxrf. and bolt* the 

<ipon the rocks that are w^sK^ 


her. 






iri^nd - Gcdr^“ t&' :ifi4iJ8«‘ k 
eJ^”' ^ "■ 'v. -■'/ 

:V; stiflpicious eyes t^te-i^tetefrotildJiot come 

and Aittefican JuHtf^fe ^ 
"- ittliUMersitlayiWOT it not for dear Iktie 'Mine; , 

at the trio on the gpraunds she .calls out 
;;£co*itJthe verandaL«t's go blactberiyiiig! ” 

^ Blaoiffeerryitig?they echo,- . • 

Jmimy> your groom, Evie, tdlS me there 
aie any amount of bilberries on the hills bapk of ^ 
,,Xittlc River," ^ v * ■ 

s; '**Where*s Little RivcrJ " remarks Seraphia, ^ 

;' “ I don't know; but let^s go blacitberrying anyway !*' 

. ■, ,Tbb proposition is jumjjed at by Bar-Sroistert *‘K 

■ wHlbe so delightful^ romantic/' he,whispers into Se* 

; raphia'^ ear, ‘%shall just dAgyou over fences, don't 
rjjer know?" . ■ . ■ 

■ And Seraph^ confident that she can stride through 

■ briars as fast as any one, and if necessary climb stone 

. jralls with^as mtigh agility as the younger girls, assents ' 
'to this, for abo;is eacc^sively afrJid George will make 
; a bolt'for the siiif in spitij of her,- On land she thinks 
' .Re call bold h?T Qwni in water ihe two sea nymphs, 

, and Evic, will have much the vantdfee of hert 

.% :.So-H eefties to- pass that Very shortly afterwards, 

. Seiaphia and George -with Miss Waybafek and Mr, 
;';Chyd^rfi ‘ Wiftth leave Sea' Vie-w Villa in a run-about 
^ and ar^?to3lpwed bj Miss Evelyn fn her pony' 

" ,:gJjNka^i4nvtngMiss MirabelIc a™ little Jimmyj 

,i_Ke’pirte tiger^ sitting behihd ,on ^ the rumbie;. 'and 
^ ,th® laniof■ briora and berries, ' ~ - 
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‘*0h^ I’ll flit Seraphi^j” says Mine, confidently, *: 
** provided youUl stand a new gown. In tny efiorts for- 
you among the blackberry bushes this one is going to 
be ruined," 


Done! " remarks Miss Bulger. **H<)w will White, 
Howard 8z Company*lfiuit you?" 

“To a contoiir. They charge enough." This is in 
whisp'ers, for Ji^mmy has very large and open ears, 
as he sits*behind them. ^ * 

So they drive along Ocean Aveiruc pas( the hotels 
fronting the bay, past the Casino, past the bathing 
beach, upon which George g^zes with longing eyes and 
atvwrhich Serapbia gives little shudders, and skirting 
Canonchet Lake cross the old covered bridge, and 
Journey along the road upim thjj heights tliat leads 
towards the north- , ‘ 

A couple of miles of ttiis and they^urn to the west, 
ford pretty Little River, skirt the lakc% dimb the hill, 
and are in the land of sand and rock^^and briars and 
blackberries. 

“This *erda the place," remarks little Jimmy. “IWe# 
fetched some tin bails for you. We can:sdl 'em for ten 
cents a quart at the hotels.". * 

“As 1 pick, I eat,” laughs Mirabelle, “so I sha*nT 
be a source df revenue to you, Jimmy,” for she has 
divined that Jimmy hopes to have the seeing of the 
berries for his own financial aggrandizeraent, 

“ It will be quite a new sensation for me to eat some- 
' thing I bave^earned,” remarks Miss Wayback; then .she 
gives a little scream as Mr. Winthrop, mounting the 
stone fence, agilely slings her over. * 

“ George, your arm! ” commands Seraphia. “ "^here 
must be a stile about here or some bars to let down." 

'*BiUygoats! Ain’t the old’un skittish about,her 
ankles?whispers Jimmy to Maddox, as the two at,.’ 
some''distance, are arranging an impromptu rjunch;^ 
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for this faithful servitor has, with his usual quinine 
powders, accompanied the driver of the light wagon. 

you reprobate/* returns the valc4, then he 
gives a surprised exclaniatuin of admiration; for 
George, having remarked, There's no other way/* 
has jumped on top of the stone •^vall and cried out, 
cheerily; “Come on, girls! " « 

Responding to his invitation, indomitable Seraphia, 
who, despft^f her fifty years and high-heelel! French* 
boots, considers she is included in the/f//7j, and has 
fought her way up the stone fence, and been swung 

ft 

down upon the other side hy herifiunce, wlm has not 
f<)«md it such an easy matter to handle his bctrothe^J*s 
hundred and si^ty pounds of,solid flesh and bone. 

“Great Scott) Ain*t they scorchers?” whispers^ 
Jimmy ivith a gulp admiration, aj Evic and Mirie 
with an agile scnyaible mount flie stone fence and jump 
recklessly to s;vnd and blackberries on the other side, 

“ Did you see’f,m? ** lie adds to Maddox. “TheyVe 
as ciean-Hmbed as thoroughbreds, they are—and such 
iitockingsT' ^ 

“Get lo wo»k, you little viliJin. Pull down that 
*amper, and dou’Uguzjcle any of that champagiie syrupG 
itous!’' guffaws*Maddox, and the two prepare for tho 
return of the party, who have wandered*off into the 
briar patch taden with tempting berries, thinking t!iey 
have the field all to ihemselveK. 

Ifuf they 

Mirie*s last ripple of laughter and childish shrieks of 
delight have just died away in the distance when little 
Raphael Levison, with gingJing watch-chain and osten¬ 
tatious jewelry, chances to*drive along in a one-horse 
backboard, 

/What are they doing over there?*' he asks, 
ih^icatiQg the last disappearing featheirs on^thc girls' 
hats. - , 


1 







1^ -li -.'T 

'^ Out ladies is In there blackberrying, and . U rgpiB^ ^ 
to have a sHght 'Bijurncy h la forkf \ after they ^' 
through ^itb pripking their fingerSj" answera '. ■ 

**Wdl I'll join 'em/’ says Levison, in that easyiV T 
invite-yoursdf manner peculiar to his class, ^^Hcre/ ’ 
tiger, hold my hors^'fand be tosses the reins.ta the 
astonished Jimmy and scrambles over the stone fence. . 
in hot pursuit. . ' 

“ Aini; he a cussed familiar beggar?/’ mutters Jimmy 
to Maddox. I don’t believe he’s even good for a 
quarter on this." 

Knock me sill/! I think if master gets him over, , 
tftere he’ll choke the life ont-of ‘im/’ mutters,Maddojt,. 

“ he’ates him so.*' + 

r ^ 

* Curiously enough little Levifrjn afti^ he gets into 
the briar patch i& not se^n by My, of the party; prob¬ 
ably because they are too much occupied .is-ith their 
own aifairs* 

George picks and eats—Erie picks^ and eats—Sera- 
phia picks and puts them into a pail. But though 
George and Evic pick toward each other, SeraphU , 
always picks between them, and the^' would have a 


^disappointing day of it did mot' Mirle^, picking on . the ' 
same bush with George, take convenient oppqrtttOity 
to give him^a hint* ' 

Then George picks like lightning!-*^not with regsmt! 
to the number of berries but os to the ground he cov-. \ 
ers* He picks as if he were running a foot, race!^ 
Seraphia {Sicks''after him, burdened by the pail apd - 
embarrasiSed by her skkts^for if ever Ser^phU wi^ea" ^ 
for masculine attire it is as sbe struggtothfo^^;bla^-'.' . 
berry bushes innumerable after the iimble ‘ ' 

, Then somehow or other in the tangled^ y' 

that briar patch,Srhich extettds foc'aa^a^ad'ic^/tSa 
loses George, vTbe 
scratch her, but she forces Jier way 
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4teS8-‘'<rf'Pan^ati toilet, and scours ihe' field ivHh such 
Vpetspidng cTierg 7 that she would probably iind the 
-dtiject of her‘search did, not little Miiie come running 
to her do\?n a by-path and cry; **TheyVe over here, 

J think! I heard their voices this^way!** 

■'; This suggestion puts tremendous energy into Sera- 
phia's frame; despite the burning sufl overhea4 anti 
uncertain path beneath, she follows Mine recjclesslyi^s 
that sprite akim» along with agile feet, dodging urtder 
limbs, jumping ov*er undergrowth, and going through 
some of the very hardesOspots in the swamp. 

A quarter of a mile of this, and ^Irabelle, still lead* 
tng, runs Seraphia, who bas become an exhausted if^d 
persp*rihg mass, into a tete-i-tete formed by Miss . 
Wayback and Mr Childers Winthrop, 

This young lady aTid gentleman dor not seem to re¬ 
gard the appeardhce of the two intruders with even 
complacency. “ 1 thought you had very good berries 
over where yotf were. Mine," remarks the young lady 
querulously, didn’t think you'd ^come over here ^ 
and pick mine/* • « 

‘T wouldn't*have come if I'd seen you pUk/ng^** 
laughs Msrabell^“sarcastically. ‘T thought you'd got 
td you wanted/^ ^ 

“ So I huge,** returns Miss Wayback. "More than 
I' wanted of thorns. Besides,'! thought a snake bit 
cnc in the linger. ” 

he suck*it?** inquires Mirie. *M observe 
you*76 off your glove. ** 

" ** A snake I** cries indomitable Scraphia. "Show 
lie■the'reptilc and 1*11 kill it!" 

\ It was only a thorn after all/' murmurs Miss 

Wayback; blushing* Let’s go backjo lunch.’" 

' I feel quite "exhausted/* a&ents^ MU^ 

"I riilnk Gebrge and Evie must have already tatei 

I. r f''-' » i4 ih ■ ^ H L ’ j ■ ~i J 
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So they ficrambk back^ hot and dusty/ with fingers 
well stained by blackberry jaict% toward the carriages, 
Seraphia Iteeping up a desultory search for her fianc^ 
and niece, “Theymufit be at the wagon," she sug¬ 


gests. 

**Yes, they're fft)nbtiess at the wagon," remarks 
Miss Wayback^ sententiously. 

**No doubt theyYc at the wagon," giggles Mirabelle, 
sarcasllAUy. For the imp will tnake^fun through Sera- 
phia's countenance tells her it is dangerous. 

They are not at the wagtjtis; to .Seraphta*s horror 
George and E vie'have not returned. 

V‘Probably they’ve foiinii a nice blackberry patch 
all by themselves," remarks Mirie, We’ll look and 
*sce if both their lips arc black," ^ ^ 

At this covert insinuadon Seraphia puts horriried and 
suspicious eyes on Miss Armitage; tbeu cries excitedly; 

Let’s find them, quick! They're lost. Perhaps a 
snake has bitten George." 

" Ahdi! Garden of Eden! " whispers Miss lago into 
the betrothed’s jealous car, and is no pleased with the 
effect this conceit ^as upon her victim that she goes 
into an ccstacy of childish glee. Throughout all this day 
the mischievous elf seems to devote a good deal of her 
vivacious efiergy to producing the tortures of jealousy 
in varying phases upon Scraphia's ajtlent but over* 
burdened soiiL 

** Quick, let's seek for them," t;ries‘Miss Bulger,^ 
then mutttrs to herself: “ That minx, Evie, trying to 
allure Gebrge away after she promised," 

Here tears gather in Seraphia's anxious eyes, and 
she would instantly conduct energetic pursuit, fcr she 
has already commanded Maddox and Jimmy to scour 
the held, did irot at this moment little Levison nvdte 
his app^rance, wandering from the blackberry patch* 

. He looks concerned, disconcerted—almost frightened 
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Sot certain matters have come to him from a neighbor¬ 
ing thicket that have brought agitation upon him, 

“Oh, Mr, Levison, have you ^seen them—Bar- 
Sinister and Evelyn?" queries Seraphia, running to 
him. 

“ r haven't had the honor of beitig introduced to Miss 
Evelyn Bulger, yet/' remarks Mr. Livison, “but my 
lud is down there and therea very pretty feihinine 
voice witfi him,/ • 

This is impressed upon his listeners by a slight 
chuckle. At this moment, to bear out Levie's informa¬ 
tion, George and Evie m;ike thelrtippearance, stroHing 
toward the wagons. * ^ 

“1 say, wc got an uncommonly fine lot of bern'^s 
down there;^ou o;ight to go and see 'em! " calte 
out Bar-Sinister js he approaches. 

“Yes, they—they look like^black thimbles," adds 
his companion, as if anxious to way something, 

“Did you J^avc any?" asks Miss Arm itage, suspi¬ 
ciously, 

ip “A few! We«aren't hO greedy as yon are/' * 

“Yes, I see both your moulKs are black!’* cries 
Mirie, with a latent insinuation of inflection that puts 
tears of anxiety into Ifleraphia’s eyes. 

At thb remark Miss Evelyn turns a4ay her head, 
and devotes herself to the impromptu luncheon, which 
is also.attacked, especially as regards the wine, by 
Mr, Levi son' as he indulges in some playful jokes upon 
blackberry flirtations. ■ * 

His wit makes Seraphia look suspicioas,*and George 
scowEJ though he cannot insult the little money 
gharje in the presence of* the ladies, who are laugh¬ 
ing at Levtson’s remarks, which hit harder thaii any of 
them, save Mine, imagine. 

During this meal, Evelyn Vall^ Bulger onpe or twice 
steals surreptitious glances at Serapfiia* then turns her 



head away agai^ with a kind of hang-dc^ feipres^dS"’] 
upon her lovely, hut blushing face. ' ^ 

Though, she makes pretence of gastronomy/ she 
doesn't seem to have much appetite^ but Bar-Sinister' 
does, and eats and drinics in such a reckless way, .th*t^ 
Maddox remarks, to Jimmy, “ My lud W- \ 

guiiling as if he wanted to kill his thoughts.'* 

“ I-should think he would,’* answers Jimmy* “when 
he's goingto marry hir in six days. l*d drink'myself 
to death, I would! Can't you spare/rih another taste 
of that fizz?" These two are having a little bottle of 
win^ by themselves the side of the creek* where a 
cor^enient thicket screens them from the notice of 
their betters, 

^But the meal is very shortly finished and Seraphta* 
rising suddenly, remarks^ ** LookJig ^s ifre do, I think 
we'd better drive into to\rti the more ^retired way, by. 
the South Pier road. 1 couldn't stand the gaze of the 
gaping crowd at the Casino and liotels—after black- 
berrying," ^ . ** 

‘ “No, jiw couldn't," assents Mtrie, at which there is 
a laugh, for Seraphili's face is bereft /jf powder by 
perspiration and her hair and costuz^e'have sufifered 
f^m contact with the briar patch. • ■ ' 

The rest o^the ladies are not much better oil and 
they readily agree to the roundabout but mwe private , 
drive lo the Bulger villa. : , '. .' , 

So the party scramble into the vehicles, all savt 
Mirie* who;* for .some mysterious reasdn, cries out ' 
for the dicect road. “I must get into tOTO ftt : 
once," she says. **Seraphia, I expect a new cogtidie 
from New Yotk for to-uight*f dance," ^Then she. puts ' 
pleading Hue eyes upon the little bill coUectc!l@(^od , 
suggests: “You'll drive me in your buckbo^, Jwon't, 
you, dear Mr. Levison?"' ■ ' ' , ' 

;“Won't^l?" tries "the gallant little tnotiey ^arit. ’ , 

. '■ iV . "1 . d 
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* ‘ Very well, take care of yourself^ Miriei" cries Eyie, 
who seems to be cfidowed with a curious nervous ex¬ 
citement this afternoon; and, whipping up' her ponies, 
disappears among the trees furthej- up the hilL 

The run-about with the others would follow her^ 
leaving Mn Levison standing by his ^uckboard, into 
which he 5 just assisted Mirabelle; but G-eorge, after 


the wagon has ^one a few paces, tells the driver to 
stop. “Isay, Miss Armitage/’ he calls out, “you'd 
better join Miss Evelyn, 1 can signal her to stop. 
Mordecai there won't care very much." ^ * 

At this cognomen there is a snicker from the wagon, 
Raphael!” screams tlfe little financier, “You 
seem to mak^a j|pk^ of forgetting my name, my lor3, 
but I can tell jau* black be My patches isn't the best 
places to hatch black doings. It won Vbe moonlight to 
night, my lud/' "J'his he grinds out between his strong 
white teetli, * * 

“Keep a quiet tongue in your head, Shadrach/'^ 
mutters Bar-i^inlster; but he s«y5 no more and the 
wagon drives b^ up the hill, Mr, Winthrop and Miss 
Wayback gigglnig; though Seraphia has . a half fright¬ 
ened, half suspicious look Upon her face.^ 

Left with Mr, Levison, Miss Mirabelle opens her 
frank blue eyes and puts them upon her escort as he is 
gathering up the reins in an exdted and savage man¬ 
ner; then she makes this curious remark; “So Bar- 
Sinister and Evelyn Bulger are going to elope, eh, 
Levisonf *' ^ , *■ 

Yes, That was a fine idea when you invited me 

’ '* • ■ 

.toblackberry party* Hpw you must hate cm," 
rhuttei^ the financier. * , 

* “Yes, I,hate A/jw/' replies Mrie. **rm a good 
' are you. ^ I hate him weU'ebpi^ ■ 



XOO ■ LAfelEs' jUOGERKAtJT- 

-“Ta do what?" 

“To give you revenge* upon George, Viscount Bar* 
SinisteTj fpr the insults he has put upon you." 

, “Yes^ 1 mighl have an. even up wntb hinif but 
it would cost too much blooming money,'* mut¬ 
ters Raphaelj ruefu^y, “If I told the old woman 
she might thro^iv up the whole buijtness, and where 
would those hills 1 am collecting come in—those 
heiiutil'ul fUills I bouglit at thirty per cent* on their 
face?" iterates I.evison, the (‘hampagifc he has taken 
. at the impromptu picnic having made him somewhat 
tall^tive. , f 

“ 1*11 show you how to l:ike vengeance upon him 
wjtliout the loss of a cent^of money: in fad, it may 
give you more! ** returns Miss Sly-ptjss. 

cries Raphael, his evergrowing big at 
the thought of further gafn. ^ 

“ Yes, I shall suggest to you a plan by which you will 
probably become very rich* Ynuhi like to marry an 
American heiress, wouldn't you ?" purrs Miss Armitage, 
‘looking arclily at him. ^ 

His answer astoun?l*t and horrifies her, “Yes, so 
help me bob! I'd like to marry 
*“Oh!—Oh my!" and Mirie dodges* the financier's 
disengaged af:n, which would glide audaciously round 
her charming waist. * 

A second after he gives a shriek of anguish as Mira- 
belie laughs at him: “Attempt that ag;|in, Mr Levison, 
and Til stick yon with my hatpin once more/* Then 
slic whisper* sternly, “Keep on your own side of the 
buckboard, please, l*in already spoken for CofUe to 
business. Tell me when they elope/* 

“At half-past eleven to-night, from the road in* the 
trees across the drive from the Bulger villa. He*s tp' 
have a carriage there at half-past eleven to-night." 

“Did Evie consent?** 



THE LADIES JUGCERNAUT, ^1 

** Oh^ at firsit she said no, blit then we are aware how ■ 
these things generally turn out when they both love 
each other aw'fiil/' chuckles Raphael* , * 

*^Very well, hercisthe schemcforJjv; revenge, But 
I must whisper it,"tor they are now in the crowded part 
of Narragunsett, near the C'asint># 

With this Mine to little J.evison such a 

bizarre, original and extraordinary plan of action, that 
the financfler first stares at her astounded, tl*cn breaks 
into chuckles* *USo help me* you're a world-beater! 
How much dill you say that pretty Evie Bulger was 
WiWth?" » . * 

**Oh—more money tlianyoull cvc" get any oUier 
wiiy ! ■’ 

*' But she fliay lilscov'cr iiif.” • 

* • 

“Not before have fled together far enough to 
place the game jn your own Ttands, if you manage the 
matter discreetly, 'i’hat will mean revenge for me." 

“But, gadLord Bar-Sinister will break my bloom' 
ing neck! " and at the thought Kaj^hael grows pale. 

, “No, he won^t, he dare not say a word! That will* 
make his marjiage certain to SSraphia, and you sure 
of your coliectitw." 

And as they ride on, she whispers to him such cufe 
suggestions that Levison rolls his eyes aad ejaculates: 
“My! yofi're smart enough to be a dealer in old 
masters, you are." 

“Never rftind |^ow smart 1 am; are you smart enough 
and have you pluck enough to do >1? W^ou say, the 
carriage will he waiting at half pastrclcvcm Fil show 
you btiw to work it/' 

“So help me, III*—III do it!'* 

“ Then I'll borrow George's cloak and bat for you* 
Remember—at half past eleven, if you would wed a 
Y^kee heiress and have revenge/* ^ 

“ By the five books of Moses! ** mutters the little feL 
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*U*U tJOt-fail y<m ? W;i;'t^jiards4t«w>^’; 

MiralwUe dowa ixi the f^ri^ ccckir^ of ■ the ] 
he dims away, chuckling tobiniself: “ tord, 
only get my courage up* That Evle is beautf^'^, ■ 
Susanna amid the Eiders;, and that Mine is 
enough tq he the wijp of a pawnbroker, she is! I$or*W, 
picturesque how she hates her cousin! ” . ^ 

As^for the subject of his eulogy, she staiKls loofci^ ■: 
after him^ thinking: “ By any one who didnH know my^ ^ 
generous nature,, I should be mis construed, but I-jA 
always sacrificing myself for others in my childish,;^- 
less way* Oh, fire-^es! 1 believe old Scraphia wbtdd 
wring my soft Uttle neck if ^be guessed*” With this, ■ 
shi giggles all"'the way up the* stairs, and getting to her :’'’ 
room, tells her maid to put out an exquisite gown of 
, tulle that Piugat has made for her Jn iPatia, showiog 
that little Mine doesn't aiways telf the truth about the 
dresses she is expecting from New York, . ' ' - 

A few minutes after, hearing the noise of the arriving ' 
party, she slides down the banisters, anfl^raphia:being 
* occupied by ^ange ,of toilet^ obtains a very qiiTet 
tfite-i'tite with Geoage, during whiA ^the two 
under their breath* ^ ^ ; 

* “I say, did little Lcvie d-rpp?rematks^ Sfar-^/ 
Sinister, griiyly, v ^ ^ V 

*^Ycs, I think I have arranged it ail* » ^ 

done your part? ” - > 

‘ * Of course I I've ordered two faat horsei.aBd.c^rrK^. 
to be in wiring^at the proper place lo^nlgb^'and .r^ ^ 
given instructions for th^ to drive the Roping J 

to Westerly to catch the midnight 
New York,*’. ‘ 

**Did Evie consent to elo^^?*' v 

-J * Not’ Si bin ”;Tetpnts Bar-Siniateri ^f■ ^e 
but ,God, bless her, at the last ahe^ 
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I'caa't k^>7e.SeV&p^'^i^tte' 
who' brouglit you Orer-for 

jj^Yie woit't go?" , * 

not; bnt the way you suggested is much 
Il')l place the onus of the^ffair on Serai^i^” 
'laughs, 

wellj you niust'|>er 3 ua(ie Evie^to thoroughly 
' ^use her aunt's jealousy, and to make the a{g»earaUce 
of ^optug^to b^in her room dressed for departure at 
11 ^ 45 , ■ I>o you think you can do that?” 

the last part of it,” reparks Bar-Sinislyr, 
gltMjnily, “Eyclyn won't be* a partner in our tri^ 
u|>cxn her aunt, I'm sure of that,” Tben he si^s 
romaotically*- **Mirie^, I'm in love with angel.” ^ 
,‘*Gh bifdiet ijo *and quininize yonrself!” jeers 
Mirabeik, merrily to this suggestion. 

■ But George goes on moodily: "As for the'jeaJousy 
part, '1 presume l ean work that up on my own 
account,” ** 

, *^Vcry well. You make Seraphia frantic and i'll 
■’fc.the rest,”'sayB*Mirie, confidently* 

' ^^I say,” Baf*-^inister asks, suspicion In his voice, 
aft«r some new and mote infernal rus» 
^ tny happiness than that Florida onf, Mirie? ” 

V^*.No,..rnialways tme as steel,” answers Miss Ainii* 
Uge, and her blue eyes look very frank and ingenuoas, 

; “Them why’arc you doing all this for Evie and me?” 
^ ‘ “B^nsc, my hoy,” she whispers, .“y 014 are going 
me some of those La Blackbird billp Seraphia 
wicked old father. Tha-t was oifEjt^r’ 
m coMiNO TO Amewca.” ^ 



"■^04' ' * -tHE LADIES' JfUGGEANAlrf; ' ' . ‘ ■ ' " ' 




gOGs away merry and light-hearted, though she leaves 
him stupefied! 

But getting to the privacy of her own chamber, Mira- 
belle's face becomes nieditiitive* She murmurs; *^How 
can 1 ever do it? ” Then remarks pathetically to her 
poodle, who rubs hift chocolate nose in her hand t * ‘ Dog¬ 
gie Abelard, jj your little mistress cun do this she has 
a brain that discounts Solomon's, and is, ohf so very 
much krighter than that dyspeptic, Obclesiastical 
Romeo after whom I named you. .for do you know, 
Abelard, it was once the ambition of my childish soul 
to^marry a vwnkJ^wt J^m more practical now, dear 
tjd Abelard. Have a choQolate?'’ Smack!— “I told 
you I'd box your cars if xou didn't catch it. Stop your 
miserable canine yelping and let your poor little mis¬ 
tress THIKK! ” ^ ^ 


CHAPTER XVL * 

■. 

NEWPORT VISITS NARHAG 

« 

■ 

V 

It is evening. Sea View* Villa is alight from turret 

* c ^ 

to foundation. Lander's orchestra are tuning their 
instruments, screened from the dancing-room by palms 
and evergreens, and Sherry has taken possession of the 
kitchen. 

Seraphia, dressed as a b\td, aryl standing besid^ 
Evelyn, is‘assisting in receiving the guests. Don't 
we look like twins ? '* she says proudly to her fair 
niece; for a very naive and girlish idea haS come 

j» 

into the betrothed one's head as regards her toilet. 

She has brought two exceedingly juvenile and artistic 
costumes from Paris, both originally intended for her 
niece, ypon the announcement of her cngagemetit to 
Bar-Sinister Seraphia ha^ given but one of them to Erie;. ^ 

r " r ...Jr- * 
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the other she has had extended and let oat to suit her 
more robust figure. 

This one she wears this evening, and as bc?lh gowns 
arc of white gauze, with about th^ same gimcrack 
effects as to trimming and general style, and as Evie 
chances to have decorated her cji^aisite self witk the 
other one, the two Miss lJulgers, younger and elder, 
this evening resemble each other as to costume-quite 
closely—tlioiigh in no other way. « 

For Evelyn to*iiight looks even more ethereally beau¬ 
tiful than perchance she has ever done* A kind of. 
nervous intensity seems to be in ev^fry glance of her 
and pose of her head; ^ flush of excitement is tifton 
her fair and delicate checks; her eye's, though w*on* 
drously vivacious, seem to conceal tears* Whenever 
her aunt speaks lo her, Evelyn turns away her head, 
blushes rosy rcd*and grows cflriously embarrassed* 
*'What are you playing the startled fawn act for 
now ?whispers Mirie, who looks like a floating snow- 
cloud, pure and immaculate iiv white lace and chiffon, 

* from which peep^irapled shoulders* He is not down# 
yet—you'll m^e Beraphia suspic^us.'* 

And Mine is^ight; the betrothed's latent jealousy 
of the mornin'^ becomes more active as the niglrt 
, goes on. ’ » 

Once, uflable to contain herself, the aunt whispers to 
. her niece : Evie, why don't you look at me ? Is it 

because your conscience twits * you about me and 
George?" . • 

To this the girl gives no answer save a slight laugh, 
and ihoves nervously away* 

“Oh my soul I Would she rob me of him ? '* shudders 

* 

Seraphia, and trembles as she gazes on her niece's 
l^eauty; for the contrast as they stand near each 
ot^er, in almost similar toilets, makes the aunt 
older than she otherwise.would* 
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' This' fact ^presses itself on 
bustles about “Take my advice," he 
tical, hard'heade^ way, “and don’t run opfrovi^ajt6^- 
babies, Seraphia. If you want to dotage 
hoist your old black silk dress again —^uickt ‘ 

“Why, Abner, i^hat nonsense t " his sister ^gyles' 
indignantly, George likes me in girlish’costunNS; ■ 
Whch' I become a frisky matron and settle-doWn v 
^nk ab6ut black silk. As it is, att|^nd to yoUr buai* 
nes^ and get that band going I ** ‘ 

Then she looks around for George, but he has hot 
yet made bis appea/anee. 

*CaHously ^ough, over his dressing table, in tlie 
room above, the young gentleman of her thoughts is 
holding a conversation with his mlet thjit would make ^ 

, Seraphia jump did she bjjt hear it-^ ^ ^ 

“You don't mind ray going do’v^stairs, my lud,' ' 
and Vlping the butler with the swells 7 " asks Maddok;. ' 
“Not at all," laughs George; then he (adds suddetily,- 
'and in a whisper: “ Before you go, one thing**" ' ' / 

Yes, my lud" ^ t 

Is everything arranged as I told tou?* 

Yes, my lud,'’ . ‘ 

“ The carriage with the driver ordered 7 " 

“ It wiU tx ready at half-past eleven^ I 

reeled/* * ^ ■ 

“ In the shrubbery ?" , ^ ^ h ^ 

- ^ ~ r\ tr} ^ 

“Yes; in the road that leads thromgh tbd titsesJ’juSt^,; 
opposite'eri;/* ' . 

“ Hm^fast horses ?" ' ■' s 

. “Yes, yer ludship,** mutters' 
perturbed appearance. ^ 
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* ‘ You understand me; >^t you gO also ? ^ 
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. t:yes, KF.” i. ; . ■■ ^ 

The .driver {nstruettidts as .soon' bS 
' the carHajge to,drive to^^Westetly 
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George,'wi a sigh of relief/■'‘so far^ 

‘SO gfaodl' 'Now, listen to me/' he adds, to Maddox. 

^ a twenty-two ahd^a quartet grain quiriine ready 

'dti, half "pest eleven, sharp. Sneak it i^to a chocolate 
' and get it to me in the refreshment ^}om, 

■ It exdtes'too mnch infernal comment if ^ bria® 
those powders in sherry.*' » ' 

^ -‘* yee* sir,” mutters Maddox, a frightened look com- 
ing into his face. , * ' • 

." Very well, you can go; and keep yqprseif dem®ed 
sober. And if you breathe a word*—" 

"1 won't, slif.” \ ■ . • 

' '\Very welL Rcaiiember there's.a hundred pound .. 
ifoie' waiting for you at ftie end of this affair^ ■ 
Maddox." ' ’ , 

' ■^slVith a slight Jaugh on his lips Bar-Sinister strides 
' out of his chamber and down the stairs, remarking to" 
Aimself: " Now tien, to give Seraphia a touch or two * 
m^e of jealousy and make young Shadracb hate me a 
little strojfiger, and then I must trust dear, devilish little 
^ ^jrie. By Jove! what a crush there is. So much the 
^ncrarprivacy is a general crowdf' 

' , For the Tfewport boat having arrived, special carriages 
'Ch^tered for the occasion are bringing up such a mass 
cOxq^ted ariu^cfats that Maddox, who strides 
to the aid of the Bulgers’ flunky, rediarks: "3y 
' ytsu'Ve got as many blooming title 5 *in the^ as 

;;4* a ball- m Belgravia, including the foreign 

;;cb^s/which 1 to , 

Atidi Maddox thiSi truth, ior of titles there/ 
eim and to Some of them may be. a/. 

wqutd; ^^bab|y beair'the;.' 
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the Almanach de Gotha^ but here they are, and Seraphia 
is happy—haf^py and pfroud; for George is standing by 
her side pow. 

Darling, yoti've kept me waiting/' she flutters. 
‘*How handsome you look. How that white carnation 
boutonnli^re becomfis you. l>kh he receive it with his 
Seraphia's love? 

I got it with a blarsted pin in it, which butch¬ 
ered my/inger/' replies Bar-Sinister savagely. But he 
hasn't much time for h)vcr*s speefltes, as his fiancee 
.makes it a point to introduce him to every one; and 
btyng anxious for,t^e social glory of the guests of the 
hjouse of Bulger, goes into slight descriptions of their 
genealogy and standing in the cominunity, especially 
jvhere they have no titles. 

My lord/' she says, ^'let me pre&Ait you to Miss 
Amelia Pandora Back-ffay, Miss ^Back-Bay, Lord 
Bar-Sinister.'" 


**Howdy do? howdy do?*' pays George, forcing 

himself to be affable, ^ 

“Miss Back-Bay/' continues Seraphia, anxious to 

impress the young ^hidy s social impprtance (in her 

fiance, “is a scion of one of our oldest families— 

^ * 

^ame over with the Puritans/' * 

“ Oh, ya-as/'assents Bar-Sinister, “Plymouth Rock, 
and all that, don't yer know?" Then he*adds rather 
snappishly: “I say, don/t yer think I’ve read history, 
Seraphia?” 

At which MUs Back-Day, who is Boston from the* 
tips of her gloves to the ends of her dancing slippers, 
laughs and remarks: “You didn't come over to assimi¬ 
late history, did you, my l^fd? 'Cupid, not Clio, called 
you to America. Let me congratulate you"; anifgives 
him such an insinuating glance that Seraphia giggles 
from very joy, but goes on presenting. 

“ Gcoti:e, permit me to introduce you to Miss Grace 
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Rappahannock Courthouse, Miss Courthouse is one 
of our oldest Virginia famiiies^-camc over with the 

f* 


ya-as, I know/* chips in Bar-Sinister eagerly* 
*\Canie over with the Indians, Howdy do? Howdy 
do?" , 

At which Miss Grace, though she is generally proud 
of having streaks of Pocahontas and Pottawattamie 
blood in hei veins, turns away rather discomp^ed. 

^‘Madame la B^onne de Vieille-Roche, Lord Bar- 
Sinister," remarks Ser^phia, getting away from* the 
embarrassed Indian maiden. ^'M^ame la Earon^e 
has told me that she met you, George, at Monte 
Carlo.** ' ^ • 

‘*Oh ya-as, thanks awfully," replies George,^ 
“Ya-as, it*s n8 telling who the deuce you do meet 
at Monte Carlo!** * * 

Now this style of conversation does not add very 
greatly to Viscount Bar-Sinister*s popularity this 
evening, but upon no one invited to the Bulger villa 
^oes he make such an unfavorable impression as . 
upon little Levison. * 

After a few turps around "the room with his fiancee 
hanging on his ^irm, George succeeds in making a* 
disappearance somewhat similar to that of the black¬ 
berry patch*in the forenoon, A crowded ballroom is 
^bout as convenient a place for mysterious disappear¬ 
ances as the stums af a great city,* And Bar-Sinister 
’promptly and mysteriously disappears.fron^Seraphia’s 
vision* « 

To avoid her, he plunges into a little anteroom. Then, 
looking at his W'ntch, he musters, rather nervously: A 
quart?r i>ast eleven! '* 

At this moment he fmds himself confronted by 
Mr* Raphael Levison, who, in dress suit and very 
flaborate jewelry, tbiuks himself a swell amoUg swells. 






0 




■// 


. iJji 


'. '■ 0.> '■■ V. 


'r,'-'4' 


^ ‘‘ My lord! 'j fwys I^vtson, ,who ca^'t 
noticed^ bowing before him* ■ - ; ' 

“Oh, it's you, is it?"' remarks George,^asocer/fiQ hiaV 
lips* ‘^''Didn't Allow you^d turned waiter, PotJ^hw^,; 
1 beg your pardon, I mean Pharaoh* I*m alwaya^j)^*- 
getting your detuned name/' 

“Sir/' remarks \he little man, drawing himself lip^ - 
“m^ name Raphael Levison, as I ha^e-told'you 
before; and I'm not a waiter, unless it i^^'W'aiting'.fbr 
you to p^y your bills/' r . 


,* “^a-as, 1 remember/' Bar-Sfnister adjusts .h» 
eye-gbas carefully and Looks over the gentleman con- 
frfinting him, with % placid stare* “ YouVe waiting in 
Atnertca to collect six thousand and odd pounds the 
, day I marry Missliulger. ^ope you’re a good waiter— 
Bon't get tired'and all that sort of thing, yer know/*' 

“Don’t fear me, my l^rrd/' mutters Levtsoiu “111 
'ftick to you like a postage stamp/' ^ 

“F say, how the devil did yon get in here, anyway?'* 
queries Bar-Sinister in his most iioncbahint tone* 

“Like yon, I was invited* 1 didn't sneak my way 
into Mr* Bulger's german; but I'ni *going to dance*,U 
with Miss Evelyn* Ta! ta! they're" preparing for 
jhe cotillion*" ' ^ 

“You are going to dance w^ith—with Mias Evelyn! 
You are going to ])iit your greasy arm around Jjer beautiful 
waist? " falters George, looking in something like horr^ 
upon the little bill collector. Then he breaks,outV 
“By Jove, if you dance the geAnan with '.ber^ 1* 
shall ask permisSon to lead one figure of it, .Arid in. 
that figure'" I will kick you around the roont ^udrb&li 


them It's the latest imported fad for the cotijhoa^ 
Harvard ^Princeton-Yale-fodtball figure, doci't yerlmow^ ^. 
‘And ^they'll all follow my lead, don’t yer $w, 
on you. They'll think it's the proper 
to timhrta ntCv cluma 


r 
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£aglUh figure wiW be a success, don't yer see! But 

- there won't be much left of you to enjoy it, demued 
if there will! '* 

“If you lay a hand on me, so hel^> me —hr a foot 
either/' itiutterfi Ultlc Levison, “ 111 blow on you. I'll 
tell how you are marrying the old woman for her 
ready, Ilf IcU brr you love the pretty one—the one 
you think would be r on laminated bf my arm in the 
maze^, of tjic dance* J will, by the soul of Potiphar ;fnd 
Pharaoh and ewry other blasted thing youVe called 
me—I’ll teH her!* 

But just here Seraphia comes in commandingly and 
says; “George, Uve Iseen looking-for you* Thft is 
onr dance, Bar-Smlstcr. ** * •' 

On this George gives a sardonic laugh and whispers 
into LetlsonV somelrlint oily hair; ^‘Tcll her \ l^y 
yer two to one m mbnkcys—'jjer don’t <iar^ tell her! '* 
But Seraphia'rt figure is f*o jm|K>sing, her mien so 
tiTajcsiie, her eyes so indomitable, that little I^evison 
quails before 1w and has not the courage toinform her 
ibril any man is marrying her for her money, or thal^ 
any ^an is g<unjf to rlupc from lyr. 

Looking im^tbis George give*i another vicious laugh, 
and luaefti SerajJiia away to walk through the Lancets 
by her side* ^ ^ 

* “By Hfcivcns ! f wonder if you 11 laugh lo-momjw 
morning at me, my lord," sqarls LeviMJii, after hts de¬ 
parting i>ersccutor, 

• Suddenly he gtves a horrid snicker* 

Mirie ib looking at him from the door of the apart 
ment*likc a wandering fairy. Her bright eyes gaze 
inquiringly upon him; she steps to him and playfully 
whi^rt; “Are you ready for your Lochinvar act to* 
niiCbt ? 

' *^"$6 help me I Give me two more glosses of chom" 

* jufgoe and 111 do the ^k, if he kilU me for^it Won't 
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it be a joke on him ? Won't he offer up horrid curscf' 
when he discovers the little joke weVe played on iuai?*' 
“Corner'■ whispers Mirie^ unheeding Mn Levi- 
son's excited ejScuiations, Then she quickly leads 
the way out of the room followed by her co-con- 
spimor, though jttft at tlie door the fairy cannot 
repress a meryr elfin giggle, I.evisqn fortunately 
thinks this is caused by glee at the despair that Js to 
come upqp the Right Hont)rablc George, and pjxjceeds 
to his adventure nuite sturdily. ^ • 


' * 

" s 

• CHAPTER" XVIL 

I- 

THE QUININE ELOP^MEJJT.* * 

» * 

« 

4 

the ballroom, Bar-Sinister has scarcely finished 
Lij dance with Seraphia when Mirie appears among the 
moving throng. She gives him a loSk'that tells its 
♦ tale. At his first opportunity George flits from his, 
fiancee's side and h#& private converse with the. elfin 
sprite. Her eyes are big, mysterious^^nd excited. 

* She whispers: Now Is the time iff do your part/* 

“ Is Levie^booked ? ** * 

“Yes, Tve just left him seated in the c^triage and 
waiting for the coming one/' 

“ You don't think will recognize him ? " 

Hardly; I've .taken the liberty of disguising him in * 
your hat and overcoat," 

r 4 

“God bless you for the theft," mutters Gflorge, ' 
wringing her hand. , - ' . 

“ Now, do your part; get Evie and devote* five ' 
minutes to making Seraphia supremely jealous., TTien. 
dis^pear both of you. ‘ Ot course, if your fianc^ jeus 
/ you (fr about the grounds she won't believe you're 









gtMttg to boit, and that*s an end of the affair/' Them 
. she adds cuasideringly: ' * When the carriage has driven 
away I must see you at once* We must ptyvent all 
scandal, if possible/^ * 

**Yes, I have thought of that,says George. ‘^Tve 
got Jimmy in another turnout ready also, 1 shall pursue 
them in the form of the indignant lover to force him to 
marry her.* * 
**Oh, frhdt fun it will be/' giggles Mir^* “Get 
Evie and make Siwaphia jealous first, then count your 
chickens/' 


With this sage advice, Miss An^nilage places h^jj^elf 
near the be troth etl'^^^ side to do her part in Jthe 
affair, , * * 

Now, this kind of business beings very much to bis 
liking, George departs about it with unusual vigor, and 
for the first tim^ since the nfrjming gets word with the 
beautiful creature whose loveliness this evening makes 
his eye-glass^ that he carries so superbly, quiver with 
an3ciety*-*he is so afraid he wrll lose her. 

On seeing Evelyn mutters reproachfully? 

“Didn't I a^k you not to spuJk to me until—until I 
could^swer y^in an honest way, and not thrill with 
shame every ifbie 1 loolrat Seraphia*s trusting face ?** 
“You carF surely accept my attentions," answers 
Bar*Sinisfer, chewing his mustache, “as you do those 
of any other gentleman in fhe ballroom. '* 

“Well, then^ not one word," ^^hispers the girl 
excitedly^ “of what you spoke to*me 4his morning. 
Don't make me blush every lime I think of you* 


Dotft look at me so*" 

“Of course not! Just give me a dance, to keep my 
eye*& off' of you—won't yer, now? Once-—just for 
Florida 1" 

; His eyes have something in them very hard to 
- “'yes/* answers the girl impulsively. * . . 
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‘He passes hi& arm around the dainty 
trctnbles under its lace and satin in answer to the cawsfr > 
of bis gl 9 ved hand* They dance together^—the mtfflc 
takes them back to St Augustine when the band oh the ' " 
Loggia first stimulated the passion in their souls, 

*‘I say/' he whispers, "isn't this paradise, don't ycr 
know ? *' , 

“George, to member your promise/' falters tho^ girh 
and withdraws from bis arm. " Seraphia^slooking!" ^ 
“ TJiat's what 1 want her to do,"^ ^ays Bar-Sinister, 

. cheerily, “ I want her to be deuced jealous 1" / 

“^Ofme? HorribVr' 

V Because if she is I think she will break ofT with me., 
to-night. In any event 1 ,tell your father to-morrow^ 
rttornrng, 1 can>*t^and this doiihlq dealin|f any Iputger**-' ^ 
“Oh, George!murmurs Evig, ^‘^ndthet can I! 
Tell me all about it ” * 

I'he next moment they 4 re seated side by side in, a 
cool part of ihe ctmservatory. . ^ 

This last, in Seraphia'i present slate of mind, dfives ■ 
'her distracted, for she is not able ti^* get to 
once*' A Vrench ('ou^it insists upon n\ojiop<iU£irfl|f hen 
, At any other lime his attenj^ions wcyjild be pl^^asing, 
NdW they are distracting, maddening, 

“You vilWpermit me to remain by'ze side of 
beautiful queen of ze fete/'tiihrniurs the Pansian* *M- ' 
could not leave you if I ?f%re to be sent away* Your ^ 
ej^uisite niece, sije i& ver' beautiful tpo, M&nDUut 
She should be transplanted also. Ah, zat would be to 
me un beau piahir! One of ze beautTul Miss Bulgers ^ 
to England, ze other to France, that is not far^ you* , 
could visit. Ah! ze loveliness of this countfy wiB soon ' . 

* ^ i U ’ j 

. be taken from it* Pauvre Afn/rigue! 

VYes, yes, Count/^ murmurs SerapWa; 
this 4 fi almost' a gaep, “ wh^fe i&^y nie^?; 

. tjord.Bar^lister? ‘ ^- 


. '■ 
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She starts fronj the Coutft's side; fo^G^^^ge'^d 
£vie have suddenly disappeared. ■ ' 

would follow in pursuit of them, hut at this 
moment Mine suddenly clutches her arm and whispers: 
^^Seraphia^ Tve got something awful to tell you.*' 

Yes, but uchere's George and Civie? ' 

*^ You must listen to me first, it is- 5 -come this way, 
keep^your nerves quiet—it's about tlum 
Aboof Airnfw / Tell me at once I’" 

**No, promis*tifbe calm.” 

“I am calm/* ‘ \ 

“ Promise to be quie^'* J t 

^ ** Don’t you see I'nf^uiet? Don’t buzz about^foe 

hke a mosquito—get to bittfigl” mutters Seraphia. 

^ intj) this ^supper room si^you can screaKi 

when I do bite,*^ yhispers Mine., “ There's nobody 
here yet.** So they cuter tSe portion of the Bulgef 
mgnsiot^ devoted to the pleasures of gastronomy, for 
^ the supper ropjj^has not yet been thrown open to the 
guests. Heife they are alone. ’ 

In'a bay win 4 pw, even ndw occupied by its little’ 
tabl^covere<^ with snowy daiSask, cut glass,* and 
ornamgjj^tal chint, and prettily decorated with fljjwrs, 
fot it is the very one that Seraphia has selectedTfiSlr 
•^George to sit by her side at supper, the anxious be¬ 
trothed turns and says: “Mirio, speak quick, you have 
■jsomething to teH me? ” 

. **ycs, but drigk a glass of chaftipi^SS: first." 

- I’ve had four already.” r • 

>'“Then take something to quiet you—ahd please sit 

yBut I can’t, T must see George,’’exclaims Seraphia. 

I It is about him you wished to s^ak to me? I must 
^*Gcorge—he has gone away somewhere with that 
Ah, here is Maddoxt *’ For the do^or has just 
,0 and th^ faithful vakt is entering, a chocolate 
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ic;^ cream In hisi hand. In a f^ash she k hy his side 
imj^eriously demanding; "Maddox, where is your 
master? ■ 

" I dod*tknoTv^ ma'am,'* says that servitor nervously. 
‘*He—he told me to bring this "ere hice cream to him 
in the refreshment r/pom/* ^ 

"Then he can't be far off," says Seraphia, with sud¬ 
den ThC lief. "rtl take charge of the ice cream.. Go 
at once jyid find your master for me, must be 
about if he gave you such dircctioq^^Go] " for Mad¬ 
dox hesitates, j 

"Beg pardon^'^rgfl^^m, but tJiis 'ere hice cream-" 

Aoo!" ' 


I t 


* 


And her niinncr is so imperious that Maddox mut-*^ 
tjgrs sullenly “ I,goI " and leaves on the word. 

"Now," says Seraphia, silting dowtf beaid’e Mira- 
belle, "I’ll eat this ice cC'eam while y^u tell me.” 

"But I’m afraid! .You will be so excited!^ falters 
Mirie, nervously. ' f 

" No; ice cream alwafs calms me, "^say^ Miss Bulger, 
tthough she puts anxtouc. eyes upon Miiabelle as , 
swallows the first sjjoonful of the c<tpfection*,.. "1 
think Sherry ought to be ashamed o4hts glaces," she 
niutters. " This is the most extraordinary chocolate I 
have ever eaten,** ^ ^ 

" It*s some of his new imported styles, v^'obably/*^ 
remarks Mirk, ^ 

" But you gc<ng to tell me. '* 

"Oh, I don't to," says the little imp, playing 
her part c . 

"But you must. Did you bring me here tofinake" 
an idiot of me ? ** And Seraphia's voice is very stern. 

"Well, then—but I hate to betray George's 
deuce,** mutters Miss Sly-puss, holding her head do\rp 
and working up the affair deftly. \ ^ 

"George's confidence! ^Vhat confidence has me 
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man to whom I am betrothed from me; what cojlifi* 
dence that you dart not tell me ? ** And Seraphia^^ex- 
citement is such that she pegs away at the j;e cream, 
notwithstanding it is uniloubtedly* the worst that 
celebrated caterer, Sherry, has ever put before the 
public. ** T(^l me; don't hesitate 1 ” 

Well, then, J>oar Seraphia "- ^ 

“J^on^tdart condole with me I Confide in merest— 
the truths"* , 

^MVell, then,'^^sfaphia, George and Evie intjnd to 
elope to-night .* 

“George and Evie!—1o-night?^^rvs^^^ the jealouyne, 
dropping the last spo<fiij(^^ ice cream on the flpor 
with a little yell, A monjent after sffe mutters, “1 
won't htlieve you. ' J^Iy niece woult^n't do such a thiog. 

She’s been true Ho me all her life,” And there are 

* • 

tears in her cjtes. Next i^ie mutters, “What hor¬ 
rible sbsi>icJons you are putting in my head, Mirabelle. 
How dare you ! I know your truthless tongue,” 

' ■. “Indeed, fliHve told the l:ruth,” whimpers Mirie, 
9erapHb’s n^nner is growing more and more ex> 
citeclr “ Vou-T-you saw howconfised Maddox wasjwhen 
he waj^ ft#v minutes ago ; you saw how he hesi¬ 

tated. He ddfesn't retihrn; it^s because he is gtd^g 
t^with tj:e elopftig couple. They are now*on their way 
to the ci il-iage. 

“fFto/” This is a sinJrt of agony as Scraphia 
springs up, almost knocking the tal^ over. “You'll 
prove it, will you?” she 'whhptThJ**yauV//rin't ti f'- 
“Yes!” whispers Mirie, impetuously. * 

' **^hen /1o so. Do so, or by the living Jingo 111—111 
whale you! Tve done it to girls as big as you when I 
,i %as*a'school ma'am in Mtchigam Your only safety 
..jAirabelle, is pr&vt it* ” 

/^\j*And if I do,” answers Mirie, trembling, fj 
n^a's eyes are beginning to glow with a 
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baAcfnl light, '* what then ? You'll talk to him ,' 
he'll persuade you that I lie, anyway/’ she' 
comniena#B to whimper: “You believe every word he 
says- I'll prove mu it pravc if ait&S” 

“How?'' ■' ■ 

“By taking Evj^s place in the wagon beside- 
George. He know you in the darkness if yoti are 
tvrappJd up well, if you'll only appear bashful and mod¬ 
est and diffident. Then when he gels yofi to New 
York hc*s got to marry'you/' ' ^ 

'^^Yes, he bel<^gs to me, I hoiight himl Til have 
my pound of flesh!• he's faithless why should 1 be 
hoHi^st? Fil pj^y the trick on*h*tm and that minx, that 
Jezebel! Evie—Evie whom 1 loved 1 Oh-oh I —Ah-ah J-rr 
Bft-chl—I lov'd! And Scraphia*shedsjeuTS th^-t ar<j 
like unto those of drunkenness. ‘iEtic-^of whom I 
bought him—who threw up the bargaiiW'-and George-^ 
George whom I adored I have given up bjiisin^ 
and put passion in my^oui—to who^^jyes I have 
written poetry and become the sweet singer of 
^lichigan: ^ * '■ 

BM-Slnlster^ tny kauKhty lyni^ * 

Whose soul can touch thy Cupid''^boc 4 ? ^ 

Whar bluvhini; maid's so sweet to t^ice 
As beloved Seraphia BJ * 

Don’t dare to laugh in my face, you little minxT' 
Do your part of the wort/ Save your own 
neck lest 1 wrin^itl ” And Seraphi§. takes the iaJrT 
white columit thatViirie prizes so much in her bandt 
and looks iilto MiiVbeUe's affrighted eyes with glatitig' ♦ 
optics. ' ’ ' * . - ^ ‘ 

“Oh heaven! MefrcyT Whftt's the matter-with’yo^:, = 
gg^hiai—what’s tlie matter with you ?gtS|i4r.Wttiv 
■Hklng^foraQ truth Miss Bulger has now 
^Th 9 agh Mine doesn^t guess what is 
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■ it w and n quarter grains of B6r(jng^' 

of quinine thjt is working on her powerful 
fmme.m a way that produces the weird effocita ^of an 
overdose of cinchona on humanity. , first, strange and ‘ 
terrible excitement resembling drunkenness; next, the 
ringing of beU« in the ears, and demfness and confinvion 
and &leep* The former only is upon geraphia now— 
excitement, * 

^'Corner' she hisses, as she stands over tbe shrink¬ 
ing plotter are they, the perjured ones*^" 

** George is'waiting for her in the carnage,'* whisp^ ^ 
Mirie, quaking, '**and Evie is npc^&ics’ putting on ^cr 
wraps to join him/' ^ 

^ “ Ah-ha I ’* This is a whopp from Seraphia. 
tf'**Oh^ heavens! ’dpn*t—don't kill them!'' faltcirS 
Mirie, who now &ltu4ders at the densjon of jealously she 
has conjured up** * 

pid the imp know that^ Seraphia was medicated 
she would probably die of fright* 

spare her life,” mutters Seraphia, “but TU 
*rob thte Jcaebel oyier lovO'^-thot^s all, hmr lovi^ \ Come * 
with iwe, miniou!" Then she strides from the room drug¬ 
ging Mirie, and rimy go to a dressing closet in the hall^ 
where Seraphia* seizes a'long dolman, far use in wet 
yveathcr, and rfraj^s it round her ball dres^, muffling up 
htr face* ^ 

* 'Aathcy pass into the darkhess of the grounds Mirie, 
though almost ha^ .scared out of her wits, notes the aunt 
not look so unlike her nicce in the half light; her 


. f^eis>coticealed and her ball dress is almo^ the same* 
^ Giuded by Miss Armitage, Seraphia gathering up her 
across the grounds, mounts the little stile 
iuto the road, then flits through the Qirriaf 
. guests at the. ftte,‘ 

.^ehad^- drisfeway . that optni 
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Here she suddenly pauses and mutters, "Tingl— 
Tiftgl—Don’t you hear them ? ” 

What ? '■ gasps Mine. 

“My weddingf bells! whispers Seraphia—“Ting— 
Ting —Ting! On to the nuptials) And she drags the 
girl forward, and ijpi fifty yards comes^ to a vehicle 
drawn up in the shade, the driver of which looks eagerly 
at them, 

■ 

“ Thisjs the carriage, Evic/* whispers MiriibclLc, with 
an emphasis on the name,, Seraphj* answers with a 
grip of the hand that nearly makes the Armitage infant 
Eqi^eal, ' . 

,Maddox is Standing beside'^the carriage. “lu your 
master inside,"*'asks Mirie. 

• “ Yes,” mutters the valet “Would you please step 
inside. Miss Hevelyn ? ” * * * 

With a little squeal, half of horror qj. discovering it is 
true, half of joy because she has defeated her conspir¬ 
ing niece, Seraphia skips into the carriage witK a vigor * 
that astounds Mirie—-tiie vigor of tw^Siy-two and a ■ 

• quarter grains of quinine* « ■ # * 

a dash the doo#is closed, the bTin^s drawn^own* 
Maddox springs up beside the driver and says, 
•^Westerly, and fifty dollars if you ^ake it in two 

hours 1” * 4 , 

* 

Slash goes the whip and the carriage hits into the 
road en route for the nearest railway station at which, 
the midnight express stops. 

Turning ^rom^this scene in a somewhat perturfaetf 
and wondering state of mind, Miss Armitage finds her^ 
self just as she enters the grounds of the villf con^ 
fronted by George. + ■ ’ 

^ “I say, has she gone?” he asks eagerly, 

Ik{4-" 

'\ank God! And little Levison?” 
in the carriage with her/* 
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“A thousand blessings on you! Then I’ll order up 
the other carriage, Jimmy will drive," he says deter-* 
minedly;—then falters, ** But heaven help jn^ I’m^ 
Tra down in the mouth. I’ve been' looking for a 
chocolate tee cream that beast Maddox was to leave 
for me in the refreshment room." * 


“ You—you won*t get it,” giggles Mij-ie hysterically, 
for Miss Sly-boots has nearly been frightened otit of 
her life by Se^phia^s iren^y. * 

“Why not?"’, 

“Seraphia has eaten it.’' ^ ^ 

“Then, by Jove! she’s taken •twenty-two a a 
.quarter grains of quinine with her. (^ood heavep*, 
slw'a cinchonized!" , 

Cin^bonized ? lY^at^s that ? ” , • 

“Quininized^ y<fu'^ call it," Jatigh^ Bar-Sinister. 
“Quininized !* gasps MiriS. “That's the reason- 
she went crazy and scared tl^f life out of me! Quinin¬ 
ized! ” and the minx laughs till there are tears in her 
sparkling eyes. A moment after she murmurs^ “ You 
rryoti go in gursuit of het!" 

n Xhat's what I'm going to do, tut Tm not going to 


catch hpr until I ^et to JJewVork* Maddox can do 
mor^^T her quifiinized than any doctor upon earth* 
Waws all Sibout cinchona symptoms,* He*s had 
some fiendish experiences with me, I can tell yer," says 
Ceorge, laughing. “Now, then, to explain to Evie," 
And coming up to the Bulger's vMla, from which 
Landeris music is still floating merrilf, they enter the 
house to find, fortunately, the guests devfKing them- 
selves*to supper so strenuously that nobody's abserite 
has been noticed, « 

. ■ “ 'f^is is luck,'' remarks the Englishman. 

Vtr j^ras ^nd champagne and trufilcd iu^ 
c^dwil is after, not scandal, ” „ ^ 

Almost at tfu 4 oot of tbe nuar^si^ 
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She iayi anxiously: “Mirier vhatii^e 

■Sophia ?" ; ^ V r ,' 

‘ ^ ‘ Come in here, well tell you/’ And gettinghcf aWaf^- 
by herself the twro explain the matter to her, thori^'tMy ^ ^ 
don’t dare to tell her that Seraphia has gohe aW^yl 
quininized; for the ^irl breaks out at them iodighantlyr.' 
Why did you do this thing ? ■’ ' , 

** Because I ^oved^ you,” whispers George* ‘^Vour 
aunt is aU right. Keep quiet; avoid scandal* Maddbx 
is with her; everything is as straight as a trivet *Your 
be-married, i^tf/ nai ia wr*”- 
"Oh, this atrocious,” mutters Evie. "Mine, 
it was infamous in you/^ ' ‘ ■ ' 

There!’'^ouis Miss Armitage. "You asked lu^ 

^ heipyou, and now I'veone it*you turn upon me, 
you, who will some day be—never iptud wha't Evje, ^ 
you arc a monstjpr'of ingratitude!, 

And she runs upstairs to rearrange her toilet, whidi 
has suffered somewhat fr<fin fieraphia's grip, and'chats ’ 
cheerily to the sleepy, chocolate-colored tanicfhe, mur- ■ 
.muring to him, "VVaitoqtil I'm her mother, A be fa rd|^ 
then Evic will be sarry she has been so undqjiful.'a 
child!” ^ ^ 

t * As for George he bolts to 'his room^ takes a Vwhpt^:^' . 
two and a q^jartcr grain quinine powder and gets iti^ 
spiration from it. Putting a couple more iiWhlsp^ksf,- 
he comes downstairs to find his adored anxiously 
ing for him* „ , - 

/; ^‘No on^ guesses yet,” she wbifi^rs,>s they ^a^// 
into thp grounds together, where } 

/^ne* "Our guests ^e all still at Sbpp^, butjp^^^'S^ 

/ot a word to him,*’interjects* 
poor little LeT}c>' 
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Hwddol lai^. duect|^&-,to*^M 
Clro« )c^W at iht Waldorf exactly wher^ they are jtvNe# 
;', yp^ play the hostess here. Tell your guc^s 
'"l^a^ia. is over-fatigued, and then ^'^turatly, my— 
^ swt^^theart having retired/* he winces at the word, 

; i have gone to my room for a pipe. But Tm not go- 
trig to my roam for a pipe, I'm going to compel the 
marnage. And when 1 come back,•pray God^I wlil 
\ be.iftile to say to your governor, ** Old boy^ we've loved 
each other ever, stnie wx met in Florida, Ax months 
ago'—^haven't wdj Evie?'^ *. ^ 

^*Oh, George!'^ murmurs the girh* Then she sud- 
^nly utters aa.agitate^ exclamfCftoh, blushes^ flutters, 
■..turais her head away amd droops her*giorious. ^^Tca, 
ferr George, who is now quininiied, a^d ve^ active and 
smart, thas forgotten he has not feturned from New 
York, and Evie has»receivedjns first kiss of love—no, 
the blackberry k^s was the first. 

^ Run into the bouse, kfep the ball rolling, dance 
until morniag," he adds, and going from her finds 
with two fine horses ,iii a light wagon* His* 
•^VAli^e already m it, ^ , 

fTe'whisper^^lo the little tiger: ‘'Get me to Westerly 
in'Uine to catcji^be a express for New York and it 
is five pounds in your x>ocket. ” . • . 

• t*'ilow.^uc?i is them in dollars and cents?" asks 

V^Twenty-five," 

■ Sm^ 1 Slash I ^goes the whip! Jiqjmy doesn't wa* 

; '^njttiiaft discussing the matter, and the ^rmge 

ft 


m 


iof .the other one, wh^ch George jc^cubti 
;ttie train just ahead of them, the pne^ 

■■ ..v * 

^terwarfi at that rwj^Qad ^ 
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a:4i train and now en route for New York, about . 


iiftaen minutes ahead of him. 

Jimmy,” he whispers, “drive back and tell your 
young niistress that it's all right—by Quinine, it's ali 
rights and boards the 2 137 express which comes dash- 
ingin, ^ 

At seven in the morning he arrives in Sew York and 
jifteem minutes ^afterward is at the Waldorf. Here, 
receiving a telegram tliat has been sent by jJad- 
dox, "he mutters : “At Dulger’s town house, ” and orders 
a rab lo be called. 

r _ 

As he is leavirfg tlic office the clerk remarks to him; 
*‘Tficre’s a cablegram just'C^mc for Mr. Raphael 
Le'^flson. We tlon't know his address, but he was here 
inflniring about you sever'al limes, immediately after 
your arrival, my lord, on the ^>a yoft kn<ffr 

where he is? '* * * * 

f 

“Yes, ril see him in about ten minutes/* replies Bar- 


Sinister, pocketing the dis^a+ch* " ^ 

He is just stepping intib the hack when k young man ^ 
twaZksupand remarks: “1 saw the telegram addt^ssed 
to you that came in nearly this morning, my lor<^ and-'" 
have called to know if you have any uirther comiftuni- ^ 
cation to make about your approaching^marriagd?” - 
“Oh, ya-^, ya-as, 1 remember yoy, you are the 
reporter on the Jacksonville Sta/esman^ I beifeve. SayT 
you in Florida, don't yer ^now," returns Bar-Smisten 


“Just at presept I represent the New York 
^ nswers Mr. Roberts. * ' t, 

Quite rjghtf Call on m<; at Mr. Bulger*s town \ ^ 
470^ Fifth Avenue/' remarks George, conswiting ^ 
message. “About two hours'from now 
I shall have something of interest.” ^ , 

_ ^^'^his he gets into the cab and drives rapidly to ♦ 

* ^ 4 ■'WMsion, tnuniiuring to himself spUt? twtfz ’ 

to proof tor tms anair, ; 

— I “• ■ Bp 


.1 



' 

viUl?*' Then be feels hts pulse and Uugbs to himself: 
**Yes, I'm medicated for a 6ght to a finish 1” 


CHAPTER XVIII, 


THE CONTESSA l>f TESSE FERKARA. 


The carriagewhich* Seraphia and Levtaon are 
seated leaves Narragansett i^ier behind it and 
along the road toward Westerly. * 

w * 

On the box 'beside driver is Maddu;:, chatting 
to the man about the timg he's making, and throw- 
ij^ ^out hints as to^ the hfty doil^s that he's gotttg 
to get if he drives them to Westerly in two hours. This 
fifty dollar bill rasts on the dfiver's mind so much that 
he talks of nothing else, bu|a 1 ] the time Maddox has 
one car open for w*hat takes place in the carriage. 

* He expects moment by morment some sudden car- 
piercing shriek o^recognition from Seraphia when she' 

gvers little Levison not Visc(ftint Bar-Sinister is by 
Hije on this (Sretna-Qrecn journey* He is listening 
for^he muttefed executions of Levison when *Hle 
realises that btside him sits not the exqu^heJy beauti¬ 
ful Evcl^ Bulger, but the masculine and mature 
, Seraphia Bulger, - • 

^ut curiously enough none of these sounds rcac 

* Maddox's listening ears. As they m*rive.at Westi 

he thinks to himself; This *ere’s hextraordinary, 
jilDowning spund have I 'card from either of them jj 
two hours/' , 

' Which is true, Seraphia, quininized, has si 
oius feelings, such jumping nerves, such 
oT bcU$ in her ears that her nervoi 

fwMTi tv^iTvnr^ArtfimiiTlirntiw^' 
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